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PREFACE 


AN unfortunate incident befell me soon after I achieved 
success as a writer of comedies. I knew from long experience 
that the way of the literary man was hard; and when I was 
asked for interviews saw no harm in giving others oppor- 
tunity to earn a few guineas at so little inconvenience to 
myself. But straightway, often in the very paper that had 
published the interview I found myself abused for self- 
advertisement, (though everyone knows that no amount of 
writing about it can save a play that does not please, whereas 
one that does needs no more advertising than the entertain- 
ment it gives to succeeding audiences,) or censured for 
venturing on the strength of three or four trivial pieces to 
express my views on the subject, only to be treated with 
reverence, of the British Drama. I thought it hardly fair that 
these gentlemen of the press should have it both ways: you 
are not obliged to ask a man to dinner, but if you do it seems 
ungracious to call him a parasite because he accepts. I made 
up my mind consequently to follow the course that was least 
trouble to myself—it is a very good rule for getting through 
life comfortably—and decline thenceforward the flattering 
importunities of the interviewer. But since I was adopting 
an attitude, a process that is forced upon everyone who has 
relations with the public, I preferred to give it a certain 
completeness: I determined not again to appear before the 
curtain on first nights, (a vulgar practice only to be excused 
by its antiquity,) not to speak in public and never to write 
letters to the newspapers. 

But I took this resolution at an unlucky moment, for I had 
recently said that the object of a play was to entertain; anda 
dozen journalists, stating that by entertainment I meant 
amusement (though not explaining why I was such a fool as 
to use one word when I had another in mind,) attacked the 
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platitude with fury. I could not help wishing that I had 
assumed my pose a week later so that I might have explained 
both what I said and what I meant—they were in point of 
fact the same thing, but I did not know then how dangerous 
it was to be so telescopic—but the experience was not 
entirely wasted. It was useful training for the vituperation 
that I was to suffer later. I cannot pretend that I was 
indifferent to it at the time, but I did not allow it to hinder 
me from following the course I had chosen, and now after 
twenty years I can look back on it with good humour. I was 
rated like a schoolboy and abused like a pickpocket. I read 
that I had neither decorum nor decency and wondered 
whether the writer would have been so rashly libellous had 
he known that all my relations were lawyers. The editor of a 
weekly paper, not content with the two columns of invective 
contributed by his critic, allowed an anonymous corres- 
pondent to point out how lamentable was my ‘case’; and I 
learned that a debating society in Kensington discussed my 
fall from grace ona Sunday night. I wish I had been there to 
hear. The intelligentsia turned a cold shoulder on me and I 
wandered no more in the pleasant groves of Arcady. I was 
accused of flippancy in such terms as showed that my 
censors looked upon it as a failing. Many hard things were 
said of me because comedy was more lucrative than tragedy 
and I grew callous to hearing that I had sold my soul for 
money. I am not such a fool as to pretend that I am in- 
different to the money I have made. Unlike some of my 
fellow-writers I had no other means of earning a living than 
my pen; I was not so fortunate as to marty a wife rich 
enough to support me, nor had I the luck to have a father 
whose industry supplied me both with an income and with 
material for my satire. Nothing is so degrading as a constant 
anxiety about means of livelihood, and I do not imagine that 
anyone can be other than heartily thankful when he sees 
himself relieved for the rest of his life from sordid cares. 
Money is like a sixth sense without which one cannot make a 
complete use of the other five. Without an adequate 
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income half the possibilities of the world are cut off. The 
only thing to be careful of is that one does not pay more than 
twenty shillings for the pound one earns. 

Except once or twice when circumstances compelled me 
to write when I was ill, I have always written with pleasure. 
Sometimes the result has pleased others and then my play 
has succeeded; sometimes it has not, and then my play has 
failed; but so far as ] am concerned it has always succeeded, 
for my pleasure was independent of the result. Under a 
sedate exterior I enjoy high spirits, and I write, as the 
crickets chirrup, without the anguish of mind some writers 
confess to, because it is my nature to. 

I was blamed also for my fertility, which is a merit only in 
the dead, but when I look back I am astounded at my 
moderation. I had always half a dozen plays in my head, and 
when a theme presented itself to me it did so divided into 
scenes and acts, with each ‘curtain’ staring me in the face, so 
that I should have had no difficulty in beginning a new play 
the day after I had finished one. If I did not write six a year it 
is only because it would have bored me. I have always 
written with pains and care, but I am an improviser. Some 
writers beat out their matter little by little, they write and 
write again, they add something here and something there; 
they put their work together like the pieces of a mosaic; and I 
am prepared to believe that so they achieve sometimes an 
excellence that the improviser cannot hope for. With him it 
is hit or miss. I daresay the elaborator gets nearer perfection, 
but the improviser perhaps has a greater spontaneity and he 
preserves the freshness of any inspiration he may have. Any- 
how he has not made himself, and he must make the best of 
what gifts he has. Fertility is one of his compensations. I 
have often tried writing scenes again, but have found that I 
wrote not better but merely different ones. 

I think the difficulty of play-writing has been much 
exaggerated. Persons have been attracted to it by the 
financial rewards it offers, by the notoriety that attends 
success, and by the opportunities the theatre gives for 
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moving large numbers of people. They have tried to write 
plays without possessing the dramatic instinct. And that is 
the only thing that is essential. It is just as much a gift as the 
sensitive palate of the wine-taster. It has nothing to do with 
intellect. You can write a very good play with the mental 
equipment of a bar-tender and with all the culture of a 
cabinet minister write a very bad one. I do not suppose 
anyone who writes plays knows exactly why his lines get 
over the footlights or what it is in his scenes that holds an 
audience. But plainly it is only because it is an instinct that it 
can touch the emotions, for reason can only speak with 
reason; and the appeal of the drama is to the emotions rather 
than to the intellect. Some dramatists, of course, have 
found it difficult to write plays because they were not men of 
letters and therefore could not without effort put down on 
paper their thoughts in the form of dialogue. I remember 
being shown the manuscript of a playwright of this sort and 
my surprise at finding how often he had written such 
trifling sentences as: w7//_you have some tea; or: let us g0 for a 
walk, before he was able to get them in these words. A 
novelist who spent so long on so little would starve. In my 
strenuous youth, in order to learn English, I spent part of 
each day in copying out certain classical writers whose 
style pleased me, reading a little and then trying to write 
it from memory; and in this way I went through some 
of Dryden’s essays, much of the Holy Dying of Jeremy 
Taylor, and the whole of Swift’s 4 Tal of a Tub. It was 
tedious, but it enabled me to express my thoughts, such as 
they were, with facility. I hasten to add that there is no 
particular reason why the dramatist should have a literary 
training, and beside the ease it gives him in writing, an 
acquaintance with literature is perhaps chiefly useful in 
helping him to avoid the literary. It is only a convention 
that delicacy of expression accompanies delicacy of sentiment. 
Now that few people read anything but newspapers the 
instinct is to use hackneyed terms and a pomposity of phrase 
which are intolerable on the stage. A natural effect can only 
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be got by an artificial simplicity. 

The aim of the drama is not to instruct but to please. Its 
object is delight. I cannot persuade myself that it need be 
taken with the seriousness that is cultivated in certain 
quarters. It would be a benefit if less attention were paid to 
it. I deplore the fuss that accompanies the production of a 
play, the paragraphing and the interviews; a play is no more 
difficult to write, and takes little more time, than a longish 
short story. I wish it could be written with no more sense of 
responsibility and treated as casually. It is unreasonable to 
expect masterpieces, a masterpiece is an accident, but it 
might be that thus there would be produced plays of 
sufficient merit to provide a tolerant audience with an 
evening’s diversion. So were plays written in the golden 
age of Spanish drama and in England under Elizabeth and 
James I. Art is a mistress who takes more kindly to the 
lover who chucks her under the chin than to the lover who 
kisses the hem of her garment. She is indifferent to morals; 
no excellence of motive will enable you to write a good play 
of paint a good picture. The desire to do the best that is in 
you, as the phrase goes, may result only in the exposure of a 
sad vacuum. A lofty purpose will not serve you so wellas a 
competent technique. Art is merely a luxury. Men very 
naturally attach importance chiefly to self-preservation and 
the propagation of their species. They bestow honours upon 
those, soldiers and politicians, who enable them, they think 
(and often erroneously) to follow these instincts with safety; 
and it is only when these are satisfied that they consent to 
occupy themselves with the entertainment provided for 
them by writers, painters, and musicians. But it is difficult 
for those who are occupied with the arts to realise this: there 
is in them I know not what power that drives them to such 
complete absorption in their work as to make them subordin- 
ate life to it entirely. It is a constant struggle in which for 
the most part they remain dupes of the instinct that possesses 
them. They succumb to an influence they do not realise and 
life slips through their fingers unlived. But life is there to be 
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lived rather than to be written about: the artist were wiser to 
look upon his writing as a graceful accomplishment that does 
not absorb, but rather adds pleasure to existence. And as for 
posterity, well, the dramatist at all events, can afford to snap 
his fingers at it. For he practises the most ephemeral of all 
the arts. 

The day before yesterday’s newspaper is not more dead 
than the play of twenty years ago. I suppose no form of art 
has a more vivid appeal than the drama, but it is just this 
vividness that makes it so impermanent. The foundation of 
living drama is actuality. It must be natural above all 
things and it achieves the illusion of truth by reproducing as 
exactly as the exigencies of the theatre permit the manners 
and customs of the day. The dramatist’s characters resemble 
the persons of his period and he makes them talk (with the 
necessary transformation his medium demands) in the 
fashion of the moment. To gain verisimilitude he uses 
familiar touches, he makes use of trivial detail, that cause his 
audience to feel at home; the persons of his play are moved 
by the sentiments of their time; the problems that perplex 
them, the emotions that drive them, however universally 
human they may be, are coloured by their age. But the little 
things of life change. The cocktail takes the place of the 
cake and a glass of wine that were served to the visitor fifty 
years ago; the motor car takes the place of the private 
hansom. And with these changes a play ceases to become 
lifelike and becomes quaint: the spectator no longer quite 
believes in it. New inventions alter dramatic technique and 
make old plays old fashioned: the telephone for example has 
made disclosures possible that before, for verisimilitude, called 
for the exercise of a cumbersome ingenuity. The cinemato- 
graph has quickened the perceptions of the audience so that 
it will grasp in a couple of speeches what formerly needed a 
long scene to explain. The way of talking changes and if a 
reader is curious to see how quickly and how much, he may 
compare the dialogue of Henry Arthur Jones, a naturalistic 
playwright of the last generation, with that of Mr. Noel 
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Coward. Types change. The Frenchified fop of Restoration 
Comedy is as dead as the heavy father of Victorian Drama. 
And where is the mére noble? It is only the other day that the 
New Woman was a favourite character; she was invaluable to 
Ibsen and his followers, and the writers of comedy got many 
a good laugh out of her. But now every woman is a New 
Woman. Sentiments change too, and a change of manners 
has made the subjection of wives to their husbands and the 
respect of children for their parents bear a ludicrous ait. 
But what is more surprising is that change affects even the 
emotions which one would have thought were so profoundly 
rooted in human nature that the reaction of an audience toa 
play that dealt with them would, notwithstanding all 
superficial changes, remain unaltered. It is not so. For 
instance we do not believe in jealousy any more. We no 
longer look upon a woman’s chastity as her essential 
virtue. I submit to my brother dramatists that the un- 
faithfulness of a wife is no longer a subject for drama, but 
only for comedy. 

Of course I know that a great many plays have come down 
the ages and some of them are still acted from time to time. 
The greater number of these are poetic and have been 
preserved for the loveliness of their verse rather than for 
their dramatic value. I have seen Romeo and Juliet acted 
in French and could not persuade myself that it was 
anything more than a bustling and very improbable melo- 
drama. As to plays in prose I cannot think of a single 
serious one that has held the stage; a few comedies have 
remained, but they are amusing only in the fashionable sense 
of the word as wax flowers in a glass case or tinsel pictures 
are ‘amusing.’ They are national monuments and are acted 
from a sense of duty or with an educational object; and 
sometimes the famous parts they contain tempt the ambition 
ofa player. But their interest is archeological, one laughs at 
their humours with difficulty, from the outside and not as a 
participant in the play; and it is only in a scene here and 
there that life remains. They are part of literature, but only 
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by courtesy part of the theatre. For wit too, which is the 
most delicate flower of civilisation, is ephemeral. 

But play-writing is an agreeable pastime, and in an 
industrial community in which idleness is always rather 
difficult, it fills up very pleasantly many hours of the day 
that would otherwise be tedious. I often read (in a trans- 
lation) that instructive page of Herodotus which narrates 
the adventure of Hippokleides, son of Tisander. It will be 
remembered that Kleisthenes had a daughter named 
Agarista whom he resolved to give in marriage to the man 
whom he should find the most accomplished of all the 
Greeks. And his choice fell upon Hippokleides both on 
account of his manly qualities and because of his parentage. 
When the day appointed for the consummation of the 
marriage arrived Kleisthenes (like Hans Breitman) gave a 
party. And presently Hippokleides ordered the flute-player 
to play a dance; and when the flute-player obeyed, he began 
to dance: “and he danced, probably, so as to please himself; 
but Kleisthenes, seeing it, beheld the whole matter with 
suspicion. Afterwards, Hippokleides, having rested awhile, 
ordered someone to bring in a table; and when the table 
came in, he first danced Laconian figures on it, and then 
Attic ones; and in the third place, having leant his head on 
the table he gesticulated with his legs. But Kleisthenes, 
when he danced the first and second time, revolted from the 
thought of having Hippokleides for a son-in-law, on 
account of his dancing and want of decorum, yet restrained 
himself, not wishing to burst out against him; but when he 
saw him gesticulating with his legs, he was no longer able to 
restrain himself, and said: ‘Son of Tisander, you have 
danced away your marriage.’ But Hippokleides answered: 
“Hippokleides cares not.’ ” 

The dramatist does well to bear this story in mind. 


The three pieces in this volume complete the list of the 
plays written before the war that I care to reprint in this 
selection. They have been played with success by the 
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actors for whom they were intended. Penelope was written 
for Miss Marie Tempest, Swith for Miss Marie Lohr and Mr. 
Robert Loraine and The Land of Promise for Miss Irene 
Vanbrugh. The Land of Promise was suggested to me by 
Charles Frohman. He told me that he would like me to 
write a modern play on the theme of The Taming of the Shrew. 
I thought the idea a good one. An aunt of mine had once 
had a companion who left her to live with her brother on his 
farm in Canada and I well remembered the shock it caused 
my elderly relative when her former companion (‘very well 
connected, my dear’) wrote and told her that she had 
matried one of the hired men. Here was a story to fit the 
theme. I went to Canada and spent some while on a farm in 
the middle west. It was midwinter. A most interesting 
experience. | am sorry I was not at the time quick enough 
witted to profit by it more. While living that curious and 
intense life I got the idea of another play with which I have 
since from time to time pleasantly occupied my thoughts, 
but I have never written it. I venture to point out to the 
reader that the second act of The Land of Promise is very 
good. 
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A COMEDY 
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THE FIRST ACT 


SCENE: .4 drawing-room in O’FARRELL’S house in John Street. 
It is very prettily but not extravagantly furnished. The 
O’FARRELLS are a young married couple of modest income. 


It ts between six and seven in the evening. 


PEYTON, a neat parlour-maid, opens the door and shows in Mt. 
DAVENPORT BARLOW. 


BARLOW és a short, self-important person of middle age. He ts 
very bald, red in the face, and wears a small, neatly curled 
moustache; he is dressed in the height of fashion. His manner is 
fussy and pompous. He comes forward as though he expected to 
Jind some one in the room. Seeing that it is empty, he stops and 
looks at PEYTON. He cannot make out why there is no one to 
receive him. 


Barow: [In a tone of surprise.| Is Mrs. O’Farrell not here? 
Pryron: No, sir. 

Bartow: H’m... . Will you let her know I’ve come? 
Pryron: Mrs. O’Farrell is not at home, sir. 

Bartow: Not at home? ... But. 

Peyron: Mrs. O’Farrell said, seul’ you kindly sit down 


and make yourself comfortable? And I was to give you 
the Morning Post. 
BarLow: [Pompously.] I can’t imagine why Mrs. O’Farrell 
should think I haven’t read the Morning Post at six 
o’clock in the evening. 
Prrton: [Imperturbably.| And Mrs. O’Farrell said, will 1 
have a whisky and soda, sir? 
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Bartow: But when is Mrs. O’Farrell coming in? 

Peyton: I don’t know at all, sir. 

Bartow: But she telegraphed to me this afternoon, asking 
me to come and see her at once. 

Peyton: Yes, sit; I took the telegram to the post office 
myself. 

Bartow: It seems very extraordinary that she should have 
gone out. The matter was of considerable importance. 

Perron: [Po/stely.] Yes, sir. 

Barrow: Very well, Pll sit down and wait. But I can’t stay 
long. I’m dining at . . . no matter. 

Peyron: Very good, sir. 

[PEYTON goes out. BARLOW goes to a looking-glass, takes 
a little brush out of his pocket, and brushes his 
moustache. PEYTON comes in again with a small tray 
on which are a decanter, a syphon and a glass. 

Bartow: Oh, thank you. Did you say you had the Morning 
Post? 

Peyron: Yes, sir. [She hands it to him. 

Bartow: Ah, thank you. 

[PEYTON goes out. BARLOW helps himself to a whisky and 
soda, turns to the fashionable intelligence in the paper, 
and begins to read it with a little smile of self-satis- 
faction. 

Bartow: [Half to himself.| The Duchess of St. Erth returned 
to Wales yesterday. The Marchioness of Mereston has 
atrived at 89 Grosvenor Square. The Marchioness of 
Serlo and Lady Eleanor King leave for Paris this 
morning. 

[PEYTON comes in, followed by Mrs. GOLIGHTLY. Mrs. 
GOLIGHTLY 7s an extremely stout, good-natured lady 
of middle age. She is very active, but short of breath. 
She gives one a continual impression of having just 
run up a steep hill, She is DAVENPORT BaRLow’s 
Sister. 
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Peyton: Mrs. Golightly. 
Bartow: Isabell 


Mrs. GouicutLty: Are you here, Davenport? Where’s 
Penelope? 


Bartow: [As tf it were the most extraordinary thing in the world.| 
She’s out! 


Mrs. GouiGnt ty: [Astonished.| Out? 
[She turns to Peyton with a look of inquiry] 


Peyton: Mrs. O’Farrell said, would you kindly sit down and 
make yourself comfortable, ma’am? And I was to bring 
you the Charch Times. 


BARLow: But... 


Peyton: [Ca/m/y.] And Mrs. O’Farrell said, will you have a 
strong cup of tea, ma’am? 


Mrs. GouLicutty: I’m surprised that Mrs. O’Farrell should 
have gone out, because she expected me. 


Peyton: [Handing Mrs. GOLIGHTLY a paper.| Yes, ma’am. 
Mrs. GOLIGHTLy: [Taking it.] What is this? 

Peyton: The Church Times, ma’am. 

Mrs. Gouicut Ly: [With a look of exasperation at BARLOW.] 


Oh, thank you. . . . I think I will have a cup of tea, 
please. 
Perron: Very good, ma’am. [ Ext. 


Mrs. Gouicutiy: I wonder why on earth Penelope should 
insist on my reading the Church Times. 

Bartow: I’ve just had a telegram from her. 

Mrs. GOLiGHTLy: So have I, asking me to come at once. 
[With a ray of light.| Perhaps we shall find some ex- 
planation in the Church Times. 


Bartow: Nonsense. What can the Charch Times have to do 
with the Archduchess Anastasia? 


Mrs. GotiGcutLy: My dear Davenport, what are you ee 
about? 
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[PEYTON enters to announce PROFESSOR GOLIGHTLY and 
immediately afterwards goes out, GOLIGHTLY is 4 
tall, spare man with grey hair, well groomed and alert. 
He is neatly dressed, quite tidy, and might just as well 
be a lawyer or a doctor as a professor of mathematics. 
He is clean-shaven. 

PzYTON: Professor Golightly. 

GoricutLy: Hulloa, Davenport! [To Azs wife.] My dear, 
you’re the last person I expected to find here. I thought 
there was a meeting of the Missionary Society at the 
Albert Hall. 

[PEYTON comes in with a tray on which are tea-things, a 
glass of barley-water, and a copy of the Athenaeum. 

Mrs. GOLiGutLy: Oh, thank you. 

Peyton: [To Goticutty.] Mrs. O’Farrell said, will you have 
a glass of barley-water, sir? 

GOLIGHTLY: Barley-water! 

Peyton: And I was to bring you the Atheneum. We 
couldn’t get this week’s, sir, but this is last week’s, and 
Mrs. O’Farrell hopes it will do as well. 

GOLIGHTLY: [With a faint smile.| It’s very kind of youto have 
taken so much trouble. 

Peyron: Thank you, sir. [ Excst. 
GOLIGHTLY: What on earth does Penelope want me to do 
with last week’s Atheneum and a glass of barley-water? 
Bartow: Well, presumably she wants you to drink the one 

and to read the other. 

GOLIGHTLY: [To his wife.] My dear, I think it’s very hard that 
you should have brought up our only child on the idea 
that my favourite form of refreshment is barley-water. 

Bartow: It looks as if Penelope expected you, too. 

GOLIGHTLY: I’ve just had a wire from her. 

Bartow: Have you? I wonder why on earth she wired to 
you. 
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Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: It’s so extraordinary that she shouldn’t be 
here. It makes me feel very nervous. 


GoLicutrLy: Well, frankly, I couldn’t make head or tail of 
it, so I jumped into a motor cab and came round from 
the club at once. 

[PEYTON comes in, followed by BEADSworTH. He is a 
middle-aged solicitor, with a benign manner. 

Peyton: Mr. Beadsworth. 

GoiicutLy: Well, ’'m hanged. 

Bartow: My dear Charles, I wish you wouldn’t be slangy. 
It’s gone out in our set. 

BEADswortn: [Shaking hands with Mrs. GOLIGHTLY.] ’vejust 
had a telegram from Penelope asking me to come at once. 
[Turning to Peyton.] Will you let Mrs. O’Farrell know 
I’m here? 

GOLIGHTLY: She’s out. 

Perron: Mrs. O'Farrell said, would you make yourself 
comfortable, sir, and we’ve got the Law Times if you’d 
like to read it, and will you have a glass of port, sir? 

[BeEaDSworTH /ooks round at the others in bewilderment. 


GoLiGHrty: By all means have a glass of port, and I'll swop 
it for my barley-water. 

BEapswortTu: [To Peyron.] Thank you. 

Pryton: [Handing him the paper.| Very good, sir. [Exst. 

BEADSWORTH: What does she want me to do with the La» 
Times? 

GoLicutty: I asked the same question when Peyton handed 
me last week’s Atheneum, and Davenport, with the 
perspicacity that distinguishes him, answered: read it. 

BEaDsworTH: Can you tell me what Penelope wants? Her 
telegram suggested that she wished to see me not as an 
old friend, but in my official capacity as the saa 
solicitor. 
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GoutGHtT Ly: J haven’t an idea. I thought her telegram most 
mysterious. 


Mrs. GouicuTLy: I wish she’d come in. I’m beginning to 
be dreadfully uneasy. 


Bartow: [Rasher pompously.| I think I can put your minds at 
rest. I am in a position to explain the whole matter to 
you. The telegram she sent me makes it perfectly clear. I 
daresay you know that the Archduchess Anastasia is a 
patient of Dickie’s. And a very nice patient for him to 
have. I’ve never met her, though I happen to know 
several members of her family, and she’s a very cultivated 
pleasant woman. I’ve always said to Dickie that that is 
the sort of practice he ought to get. The middle classes 
do a doctor no good. 


GOLIGHTLy: My dear Davenport, do go on with your story. 


Bartow: Well, it appears that the Archduchess Anastasia has 
signified her desire to know Penelope. Very charming 
and graceful action on her part, and just like her. Of 
coutse she’s extremely grateful to Dickie for all he’s 
done. He’s worked a miraculous cure, and I daresay 
she’s heard that Penelope is my niece. It’s a maxim you 
can always go on: royalty knows everything. And the 
long and the short of it is that she’s coming to lunch here. 
Of course Penelope knows nothing about these matters, 
and in a state of great excitement she’s sent for me. It’s 
the best thing she could do. I can tell her everything. 
I’ve lived in that set all my life. It’s nothing to be 
particularly proud about—mere accident of birth—I 
happen to be a gentleman. A certain family. Well, 
there it 1s, you see. 


GoLiGuTLy: But do you mean to say that Penelope wired all 
that to you? It must have cost her a perfect fortune. 


Bartow: She put it a little more briefly, of course, but that 
was the gist of it. 


BzEapswor tu: I can’t imagine why she should send for me 
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because a royalty is coming to luncheon with her. It was 
very inconvenient to get away. I had a dozen people 
waiting to see me, and I was obliged to slip out by the 
back door in order to avoid them. 

GoLiGHTLy: But what are the exact words of the wire she 
sent you, Davenport? 

Bartow: You can see it if you like. [Taking it from his 
pocket and reading.| “‘Come at once. Archduchess 
Anastasia. Penelope.” 

GOLIGHTLY: But d’you mean to say that you made up all 
that story out of those three words? 

Bartow: Penelope knew I had a certain amount of in- 
telligence. She didn’t want to waste her money, so she 
just put what was essential, and left me to gather the rest. 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: But my telegram says nothing about the 
Archduchess Anastasia. 


Bartow: What did Penelope say to you? 


Mrs. GOLicHT.y: [Taking out the telegram.| “‘Come at oncel 
Grave scandal! Central African Mission. Penelope.” 


Bartow: But that’s absurd. You know how stupid the Post 
Office is. They must have made a mistake. I know that 
the Pomeranian Royal Family is very odd, but there are 
limits, and I can’t imagine the Archduchess Anastasia 
being mixed up in a scandal with a Central African 
missionary. 

BEapswortH: Well, my wite merely said: “Come at once; 
six and eightpence. Penelope.” 


Bartow: Six and eightpence! Why six and eightpence? 
BEADsworTH: I don’t know. That is why I lost no time in 
coming. 


GOoLIGHTLy: [W7¢h a twinkle.| My impression is that the Arch- 
duchess Anastasia, instead of paying Dickie’s bill for 
miraculously curing her, has eloped with a missionary, 
and Penelope, by aid of the law [2th a gesture towards. 
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BEADSWORTH], wants to recover the money. 

Bartow: It’s nonsense! You’re so unpractical, Charles. 

Mrs. Goxricutty: [To Ler husband.| But you had a telegram 
too, dear. 

Go.icutty: ‘Come at once. Decimal 7035. Penelope.” 

Bartow: How very odd. 

[The door is softly opened and PENELOPE slips in; for a 
moment the others do not see her, and she stands 
smiling at them. GOLIGHTLY catches sight of her. 
All the others turn.] 

GOLIGHTLY: Penelope. 

THE OrHers: Penelope. 

PENELOPE: [Coming forward and kissing Mrs. GOLIGHTLY.] 
Good evening, mamma! 

Bar ow: [Eagerly.] Well? 

PENELOPE: Well, papa. [She puts her face up for him to kiss.] 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: [Anxiously.] Now, Penelope. 

PENELOPE: Oh, Mr. Beadsworth, how nice of you to come. 
[She shakes hands with him.| Kiss me, Uncle Davenport. 
[She calmly puts up ber face. With some irritation he kisses 
her.| 

PENELOPE: Thank you. ... Was your whisky and soda 
quite right? [Looking round.| And the port? Father, you 
haven’t touched the barley-water. You ungrateful old 
thing! 

Mrs. GoLiGHt.y: [Exasperated.| My dear, for goodness’ sake 
explain. 

Bartow: Where have you been all this time? 

PENELOPE: I—I’ve been sitting in the consulting-room. 
[With a roguish smile.| I watched you all come in. 

Mrs. GouiGutty: [Rather injured.| Peyton said you were out. 


Bartow: Really, Penelope, I think your behaviour is out- 
rageous. 
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PENELOPE: You see, I thought if I saw you one after the 
other as you came in, I should have to make four scenes 
instead of one. It would have been very exhausting and 
not nearly so effective. 

GOLIGHTLy: Are you going to make a scene? 

PENELOPE: [With the greatest satisfaction.| ’m going tomakea 
dreadful scene in a minute. 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLy: Now, my dear, before you go any further, 
for goodness’ sake tell us what you meant by your 
telegrams. 

PENELOPE: Well, you see, I wanted you all to come im- 
mediately, and I thought the best thing was to trail your 
ruling passions under your noses. 

Mrs. Goricutiy: Do you understands what she means, 
Charles? 

PENELOPE: My dear mother, it’s the simplest thing in the 
world. You spend your life in converting the heathen— 
from a distance—and I knew if I mentioned the Central 
African Mission you’d fly here on the wings of the 
wind. 

Mrs. GoLicutty: In point of fact I came in an omnibus. 
But do you mean to tell me that there has been no scandal 
in connection with the Central African Mission? 

PENELOPE: [Syi/ing.] I’m dreadfully sorry to disappoint you, 
mother. 

Gouicutty: And what in heaven’s name made you wire 
decimal 7035 to me? 

PENELOPE: Oh, that’s our telephone number, and I just put 
decimal instead of Gerrard. 

GoLicuTLy: I thought the figures were strangely familiar. 

PENELOPE: And there you are, you see. 

Bartow: [Chuck/ing.] I think it’s a capital idea. And she just 


flung the words six and eightpence at you, Beadsworth, 
and knew she’d fetch the lawyer. 
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Peneore: [To BEADSworTH.] You’re not cross withme, are 
your [He shakes his head smiling. 

Bartow: And now, my dear, that you’ve disposed of them, 
tell me all about the Archduchess Anastasia. 

PENELOPE, [Looking at him blankly.| The Archduchess Anas- 
tasia?P But I invented her. 

Bartow: What d’you mean, you invented her? I know her 
well, ’ve known her for years. I know her whole family. 

PENELOPE: [Rather embarrassed, but trying not to laugh.| Well, 
you see—I wanted you to come, too. And... 

Bartow: I don’t understand what you mean at all, Penelope. 
You mention one of my most intimate friends, and then 
you tell me you invented her. 


PENELOPE: I’m awfully sorry. I really didn’t know there was 
such a person, and I thought I’d made her up out of my 
own head. . . . [With a chuckle.| 1 think it was rather 
clever of me to hit upon some one you know so well. 

Bartow: I don’t know why you should think the mere 


mention of the Archduchess’s name would make me 
come here. 


PENELOPE: Well, you see, I know that you go out a great 
deal, and you know such crowds of people. I felt quite 
sure that if there were an Archduchess Anastasia you’d 
know her, and [with a wave of the hand] well, there it is you 


see. [Bartow fumes silently, but does not answer. 
Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: Now, Penelope, tell us what you really do 
want. 


PENELOPE: [In matter-of-fact tones.| I want to divorce Dickie. 
Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: What! 
Go.iGutty: My dear child. 
BaRLow: Good gracious! 
[These three speeches are said simultaneously.| 


PENELOPE: [Rueful/y:] I intended to make such a scene, and 
now you’ve made me blurt it all out in three words. 
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Mrs. Gotrcurtyr: But I don’t understand. 

PENELOPE: I’ll say it again, shall I? I want to divorce Dickie. 

BEADSWORTH: You don’t really mean it, do you? 

PENELOPE: [Indignantly:] Of course I mean it. I’m never going 
to speak to him again. That’s to say, I shall have a scene 


with him first. I’m quite determined to have a scene with 
somebody. 


Goricutty: And where is Dickie now? 
PENELOPE: He’s on his way home with the usual story. [With 


a sudden break in her voice.| Oh, if you only knew how 
utterably miserable I am. 


Mrs. Goutcutty: My darling, is it really serious? 

PENELOPE: [Desperately.| Oh, what can I do to make you all 
understand? 

GoLicHtLy: The best way would be to begin at the be- 
ginning, and tell us all about it coherently. 

Bartow: [Pompously.] My dear Charles, this is not the kind of 
matter in which you can be of any use. You’re a mathe- 


matician, and you’re not expected to know anything 
about practical affairs. 


GOLIGHTLY: [Faintly ironic.| I apologise profusely. 
Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: [To PENELOPE, fo ask her to speak.| Darling? 


PENELOPE: Well, the first thing is that I simply dote upon 
Dickie. I’ve never loved any one else, and I never shall. 

BEADSwoRTH: That’s a very satisfactory confession after 
four years of matrimony. 


PENELOPE: Five years, three months, and two days. And 
every day I’ve loved Dickie more. 


BEADSWORTH: I’ve never seen a more devoted couple. 


PENELOPE: We've never had a quarrel. We've never even 
been cross with one another. It’s been a honeymoon 
that’s never come to an end. 


Mrs. Gouicutty: Well? 
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PENELOPE: And now I’ve discovered that he’s been lying to 
me for the last month. He’s been coming home dread- 
fully late, and when I’ve asked him where he’s been, he’s 
said that he had to see a patient who was very ill—such 
an interesting case—and it worried him so much that he 
was obliged to go to his club and have a rubber to settle 
his nerves. And the interesting case and the rubber of 
bridge are Ada Fergusson. 

BARLow: [Pompous/y.| But who is Ada Fergussonr I’ve never 
heard of her. 

PrneLope: Ada Fergusson’s a great friend of mine. And I 
hate her. I always knew she was a cat. For the last four 
weeks Dickie’s been spending every afternoon with her 
from four till seven. 

GOLIGHTLY: [Raising his eyebrows.| But do you always ask 
your husband where he’s been when he comes in? 

PENELOPE: [Impatiently.| My dear papa, what has that got to 
do with it? We all know that you’re an old dear, and the 
greatest mathematician in the world, but you know 
nothing about life at all. 

GOLIGHTLY: I apologise again. 

Mrs. GoLicutLy: Give him a sheet of paper and a pencil 
Penelope, and he’ll amuse himself by doing sums while 
we talk the matter out. 

PENELOPE: [Pashing writing materials over to him.| There you 
are, papa. 

BEADSWORTH: But how did you find out? 

PENELOPE: [Impatient/y.| Oh, what does it matter how] found 
out! Pve got all sorts of proofs. 

Mrs. GouiGHtity: You could knock me down with a 
feather. 

Gouicutty: [With @ smile.| My dear! 


Bartow: Iam not in the least surprised. 
PENELOPE: Uncle Davenport! 
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Bartow: I have expected it all along. You will remember, 
Isabel, that I was against the marriage from the be- 
ginning. I said, one doesn’t marry a doctor. One 
sometimes meets them in society when they’ve had their 
angles rubbed off a little and perhaps have been knighted, 
but one never meets their wives. We suppose they do 
marry, but they don’t marry any one we know. I may be 
old-fashioned, but I stick to my opinion that there are 
only three possible professions for a gentleman, the law, 
the army, and the church. 

PENELOPE: My dear Uncle Davenport, you’re talking 
nonsense. 

Bartow: [Hufily.] You ask me for my opinion, and I give it 
you. I regret that you should think it nonsense. 

BEADSWORTH: And what are you proposing to do now? 

PENELOPE: [ With great determination.| I’m never going to live 
with Dickie again. As soon as I’ve seen him I shall leave 
this house for ever. 

BEADSWORTH: You’re proposing to have a few words with 
himp 

PENELOPE: Several. I’m going to tell him that I despise him, 
and that I hate him; I’m going to throw my wedding ring 
in his face, and then I shall sweep out of the room. 

BEADSwWorRTH: Have you really made up your mind that you 
won't forgive hime 

PENELOPE: Nothing would induce me ever to speak to him 
again if it weren’t that I want to tell him exactly what I 
think of him. 

Bartow: Besides, you’ve got your family to think of. Of 
course you must leave him. You see, that is what I 
say, you're not safe with people of no birth. I look upon 
all this as a blessing in disguise. 

BEApDsworTH: Do you wish to bring an action for judicial 
separation? 

PENELOPE: My dear Mr. Beadsworth, what are you talking 
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about! I’m going to divorce him. I’m going to make an 
awful scandal. 


BEADSWORTH: Well, I suppose we could arrange that at a 
pinch with the help of the newspapers. Has he ever been 
cruel to your 


PENELOPE: Good heavens, no! That’s what makes me so 
angry. The last month he’s been more perfectly charming 
and delightful than ever. Oh, I wish I could do some- 
thing really unpleasant to Ada Fergusson. Something 
with boiling oil in it. 

Mrs. GoLiGutLy: I am shocked, frankly shocked. I would 
never have thought that Dickie could be so wicked. 

Bartow: Family life in England is going to the dogs. That 
is the long and short of it. 


[Suddenly PENELOPE cafches sight of what GOLIGHTLY 
has been diligently writing. She gives the paper a 
Startled look and then turns round. 


PENELOPE: Mother, a dreadful thing has happened. Papa 
has suddenly become a drivelling lunatic. 


Mrs. Goticutty: My dear, what are you saying? 


PENELOPE: He’s been adding two and two together all over 
that piece of paper, and he makes it five every time. 


Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: Charles! 
[PENELOPE hands the sheet to BARLOW. 
PENELOPE: Look. 
BarRLow: Two and two are five. Two and two are five. 
[He passes it on to BEADSWORTH. 
BEADSWORTH: Two and two are five. Two and two are five. 


Bartow: I knew this would happen. I’ve been expecting it 
for years. 


Mrs. Gouicutty: Charles, pull yourself together. 


PENELOPE: Papa, you don’t really think that two and two are 
five? 
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Gouicurty: On the contrary, I’m convinced that two and 
two are four. 

PENELOPE: Then why on earth have you made it fiver 

Go.icutty: Do you know why you buy Pears’ soap? 

PENELOPE: I expect you’ve been working too hard, father 
dear. Why don’t you go and lie down for half an hour? 
And when Dickie comes in he’ll give you a tonic. 

Gouicutty: You buy Pears’ soap because you’re told on 
fifty thousand hoardings that it’s matchless for the 
complexion. 

PENELOPE: That’s not funny, papa, that’s silly. 

GOLIGHTLY: You’ve only got to say a thing often enough, 
and all the world will believe it. And when the world 
believes it, it’s very hard to say if it’s true or not. 

PENELOPE: What has that got to do with two and two? 

GouicutLy: I thought if I wrote two and two are five 
often enough I might come to think it true. 

PeneLore: But if you wrote it a million times it wouldn’t be 
any truer. 

GOLIGHTLY: That is the conclusion I’m regretfully forced to. 

PENELOPE: Well? 


Go.iGcutLy: The whole of life is merely a matter of adding 
two and two together and getting the right answer. 


Bartow: My dear Charles, if you’re going to discuss life I 
think there’s no need for me to stay. I’ve told you for 
twenty years that you’re a scholar and a recluse. I have 
lived in the world, and I’m a practical man. If Penelope 
wants to consult me, I am at her service; if not... 


PENELOPE: Hold your tongue, Uncle Davenport. 
Bartow: Really, Penelope. 


Go.icutty: During the last five years P’ve seen you adding 
two and two together and making them about seventy- 
nine. 
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Mrs. GouicHutty: I don’t know what you’re talking about, 
Charles. Dickie’s behaviour is abominable, and there are 
no excuses for him. It’s a mere matter of common 
morality. 

GoLiGHtLy: My dear, I have no objection to you talking 
common morality if you'll let me talk common sense. 
Mrs. Goricutty: My dear Charles, they’re the same thing. 
PENELOPE: If you think you can make me forgive Dickie by 
telling me that you were a wicked old thing yourself in 
your youth, I may as well tell you at once that it won’t 

wash. 

Mrs. GouriGut ty: [Ostraged.] What are you talking about, 
my dear? 

PENELOPE: Well, I’ve noticed that when a woman discovers 
that her husband has been unfaithful, her male relations 
invariably try to console her by telling her how shock- 
ingly they’ve treated their own wives. 

GOLIGHTLY: My dear, I was going to confess nothing of the 
sort. I never confess. 

PENELOPE: Of course, if it were the other way about, and 
mamma had kicked over the traces alittle . . 

Mrs. Gouicutty: Darling, can you see me performing an 
acrobatic feat of that character? 

PENELOPE: Go on, papa. 

GouiGuT Ly: I think you’ve treated Dickie shamefully. 

PENELOPE: [Astounded.| Ie 

Gouicutty: If your mother had bchaved to me as you’ve 
behaved to Dickie, I should certainly have taken to 
drink. 

PENELOPE: But I’ve been a perfect angel. I’ve simply 
worshipped the ground he walked on. I’ve loved him as 
no man was ever loved before. 

GOLIGHTLY: No man could stand it. 

PENELOPE: Papa, what do you mean? 
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GouicurLy: My dear, you’ve loved him morning, noon and 
night. You’ve loved him when he talked, and you’ve 
loved him when he was silent. You’ve loved him 
walking, you’ve loved him eating, you’ve loved him 
sleeping. He’s never been able to escape from your love. 

PENELOPE: But I couldn’t help it. 

GOLIGHTLY: You need not have shown it. 

PENELOPE: And do you mean to say that justifies him in 
philandering with Ada Fergusson? 

GOLIGHTLY: It excuses him. 

PENELOPE: What beasts men must bel 

GOLIGHTLY: No; but strange as it may seem to you, they’re 
human beings. When you were a child you doted on 
strawberry ices. 

PENELOPE: | dote on them still. 

GouicHtLy: Would you like to eat strawberry ice for 
breakfast, lunch, tea and dinner every day for a month? 

PeneLope: Good heavens, the thought fills me with 
horror. 

Go.icut Ly: Poor Dickie has lived on strawberry ice for five 
years. It’s been his only means of sustenance. 

PENELOPE: | With consternation.| Ohl 

GOLIGHTLY: You’ve never let him go out without coming 
into the hall to put on his hat and kiss him good-bye; he’s 
never come into the house without your running down to 
help him off with his coat and kiss him welcome. When 
he sat down after breakfast in the morning to read his 
paper and smoke his pipe, I’ve seen you sit down on the 
arm of his chair and put your arm round his neck. 

Bartow: [Oxfraged.] Penelopel 

PenELore: Do you think it was very awful? 

Bartow: My dear child! 


PENELOPE: [To BEADSwoRTH.] Did Mrs, Beadsworth never sit 
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on the arm of your chair when you were smoking your 
pipe? 

BEADSWORTH: I must confess I’m thankful my wife occupied 
those moments in attending to her household duties. 

PENELOPE: You are a lot of horrid old things. I ask you to 
come here to sympathise with me, and you’re perfectly 
brutal to me. 

Bartow: My dear Penelope, there are limits. 

PENELOPE: Well, I don’t care; I’m going to divorce him. 

GoLiGHt Ly: Let’s do another little simple addition, shall 
we? Perhaps two and two will make four a second time. 

PENELOPE: I don’t know that I much like being a mathe- 
matician’s daughter. 

Gourcutty: Don’t you think, instead of divorcing your 
husband, it would be better to win back his affection? 


PENELOPE: I don’t want his affection. 


GouIGHTLy: [Swiling.] Are you sure you wouldn’t if you 
could get it? 

[PENELOPE /ooks at her father for a moment, then goes up 
to him quickly. 

PENELOPE: [W7+d tears in her voice.| Papa, d’you think I ever 
could win back his love? You say I’ve lost it through 
my own fault. Oh, I don’t know what to do without 
him. I’ve been so wretched since I knew. I’ve tried to 
put a cheerful face on it, but if you knew what I feel in 
my heart. . . . Oh, the brutes, why didn’t they hide it 
from me? 

Bartow: My dear Penelope, I expected you to have more 
spirit. He’s a person of no family. I should have 
thought you were well rid of him. 


PENELOPE: Uncle Davenport, if you say a word against him, 
I will immediately have an attack of hysterics. 

Bartow: What you expect your father to be able to tell you 
I can’t imagine. 
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GOLIGHTLY: [Swiéling.] Out of the mouth of babes and suck- 
lings, Davenport .. . 


Bar.ow: I shouldn’t have thought one could describe you 
as either. But, in any case, I can stay no longer. 


PENELOPE: Oh, no, don’t go yet, Uncle Davenport. 


Bartow: It appears that my advice is not wanted, and I 
promised to look in on dear Lady Hollington before 
dinner. 

PENELOPE: Do telephone to her that you can’t come. You'll 
find a telephone in my sitting-room. 


BAaRLow: [Shragging his shoulders.) ’'m too indulgent. People 
don’t rate me at my proper value. [He goes out. 


PENELOPE: Papa, say you’ll get Dickie back for me. I want 
him. I want him. 


Gouicutty: My dear, it’s very simple. It merely requires a 
great deal of tact, a great deal of courage, and a great 
deal of self-control. 


PENELOPE: [Ironically.| Nothing else? 


Gouicutty: A good deal. You must never let yourself out 
of hand; you must keep guard on your tongue and your 
eyes and your smiles—and your temper. 


Penevore: I think you said it was very simple. 
Gouicutty: Is Ada Fergusson pretty? 

PENELOPE: No, she’s perfectly hideous. 
GOLIGHTLY: Is she? That makes it more serious. 
PENELOPE: Why? 


GoLiGHTLy: If a man falls in love with a pretty woman, he 
falls out of it. But if he falls in love with a plain one, 
he’ll be in love with her all his life. 


PENELOPE: You take a load off my mind. Ada Fergusson’s 
extremely attractive. 


GouiGHtTLy: Then you'll get him back. 
PENELOPE: Tell me exactly what to do, and I'll do it, 
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Goutcutty: Give him his head. 
PENELOPE: Is that all? 


GouiGuTty: It means a good deal. When he comes in, don’t 
make a scene, but be charming to him. For once, don’t 
ask him where he’s been. When he leaves you, don’t ask 
him where he’s going, nor at what time he’ll be back. 
Don’t let him know that you have the least suspicion that 
anything has happened. On the contrary, take every 
opportunity of throwing him into Ada Fergusson’s 
society. 

Mrs. Gouicutty: Charles, you’re asking Penelope to 
connive at immorality. 


Gourcutty: When every difficulty disappears, Dickie will 
find half the savour of the intrigue gone. Half your battle 
is won. Leave the rest to time and Ada Fergusson. Let 
Ada Fergusson sit on the arm of his chair when he wants 
to read his paper. Let him account to Ada Fergusson for 
all his movements. Under such circumstances a woman 
is always on tenterhooks, and consequently she’s always 
exacting. Whenever there’s a pause in the conversation, 
Ada Fergusson will say, Do you care for me as much as 
ever you did? That speech is the rope around love’s 
throat. Whenever he wants to go away, Ada Fergusson 
will implore him to stay five minutes longer. Those five 
minutes that a man stays against his will are the nails in 
love’s coffin. Each time he leaves her Ada Fergusson 
will say, At what time will you be back? That question is 
the earth shovelled into love’s grave. 


[All this while PENELOPE has been staring at GOLIGHTLY 
with astonishment. 
PeNELOPE: Where did you learn all this, father? 
GouicHtLy: [With a deprecating shrug.| It’s a mere matter of 
adding two and two together, my darling. 
PENELOPE: | had no idea that mathematics were so interest- 
ing—nor so immoral. 
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GouicHtLy: What do you think of it? 


PENELOPE: But if Dickie falls out of love with Ada Fergusson 
there’s no reason why he should fall in love again with 
mie. 


GOLIGHTLY: You must make him. 
PENELOPE: I wish I knew how. 


GoutcHtTty: It only requires a little more tact, a little more 
courage, and a little more self-control. 


PENELOPE: But if I acquire so many virtues I shan’t be a 
woman, but a monster, and how can he love me then? 


BEapswortu: [From the window.| There’sacar stopping at the 
door. 


PENELOPE: Listen. . . . I can hear a key being turned. It 
must be Dickie. 


BEADSWORTH: What are you going to do? 

PENELOPE: [Hest¢ating.] What do you think, mamma? 

Mrs. Goricutty: My dear, I highly disapprove of your 
father’s idea, and I can’t imagine how it ever came into 
his head, but I’m bound to say I think there’s some sense 
in it. 

PENELOPE: [Making up her mind.| V\l try. Remember, no one 
knows anything that has happened. You’ll back me up, 
mamma, won’t you? 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: You’re not going to ask me to tell a pack 
of lies, darling? 

PENELOPE: Only white ones, mother. If there’s a whopper 
to tell, Pll tell it myself. 

BEADSWORTH: But what about Barlow? 

Goiicutty: He’s a man of the world. He’s sure to put his 
foot in it. 

PENELOPE: I'll settle him. 


[BARLOW comes in. 
PENELOPE: Ah! 
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Bartow: I could not get on to her. I don’t know what’s the 
matter with those telephone girls. Hussies! 

PENELOPE: Uncle Davenport, I find I’ve been entirely mis- 
taken about Dickie. He’s not to blame in any way. 

Bartow: Good gracious me! And Ada Fergusson? 

PENELOPE: Is, I have no doubt, no worse than anybody else. 

Bartow: This is a surprise. How on earth have you come 
to this conclusion? 

PENELOPE: By adding two and two together. 

Bartow: Upon my word! I must say, it annoys me that I 
should have been forced to break an important engage- 
ment for no reason. I should have thought .. . 

PENELOPE: [Interrupting.| Uncle Davenport, it’s quite bad 
enough that I should be done out of a scene, but if you’re 
going to make one it’s more than I can stand. 

BEADSWoORTH: Well, as I can’t be of any more use to you, I 
think I’ll get back to the bosom of my family. 

PENELOPE: Of course, I look upon this as a professional 
visit. 

BEADSWORTH: Oh, nonsense! 

PENELOPE: I couldn’t dream of accepting your services for 
nothing. You must really let me know what I owe you. 

BEADSWORTH: I really don’t know what to say. 

PENELOPE: Dickie charges a guinea when he goes to see 
anybody. 

BrADSworTH: You only mentioned six and eightpence in 
your telegram. 

PENELOPE: Very well, Pll owe you that. It would really 
make me feel more comfortable. 

BEADSWORTH: You’re not going to hand it over in hard 
cashp 

PENELOPE: I wasn’t thinking of paying you. But I’d like to 
think I owed it you. You see, then, I shan’t feel under 
any obligation. 
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BEADsSworTH: In that case I surrender. Good-bye. 

PENELOPE: Good-bye. 

Bartow: Good-bye, Beadsworth. You must come and dine 
with me at the club one of these days. 

BEADSWoORTH: I should like to. Good-bye. [Exst. 

Bartow: Very nice fellow. Quite a gentleman. No one 
would think he was a solicitor. I shall ask him to dinner 

‘ with one or two people who don’t matter. 

PENELOPE: There’s Dickie. D’you hear him whistling? He’s 
evidently in the best of spirits. 

[Dickie comes in. He is a good-looking, well-dressed, 
professtonal man of five-and-thirty. He has boisterous 
spirits and high good humour. He is seldom put out of 
countenance. He has a charm of manner which explains 
PENELOPE’S infatuation. 

Dickre: Hulloa! I couldn’t make out what had become of 
you, Pen. 
PENELOPE: Why? 
Dicxiz: You generally come down to meet me when I get 
in. 
[PENELOPE gives a slight start and conceals a smile. 


PENELOPE: My sainted mother 1s here. 

Dicxzz: [Gai/y.] That’s no reason why you should neglect a 
devoted husband. [Shaking hands with Mrs. GOLIGHTLY.] 
How is your sainted mother? Hulloa, Uncle Davenport, 
what price duchesses to-day? 

Bartow: I beg your pardon. I don’t know what you mean. 

Dicxre: [Looking round at the decanters and glasses with which the 
room is scattered.| 1 say, you’ve been doing yourselves 
tather proud, haven’t you? Who’s been drinking port? 

PENELOPE: Nobody. It’s an empty glass. 

Dickie: That’s how providence behaves to me. Deliber- 
ately puts temptation in my way. It’s simply poison. 
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Gout in my family, you know. My ancestors have lived 
on colchicum for a hundred years. I feel a tingling in my 
toes at the mere sight of a bottle of port. And yet I drink 
it. 

[He fills himself a glass and sips it with great content. 

BarLow: It’s a great mistake, of course, to think that gout is 
a matk of good family. The porter of my club is a 
martyr to it. 

Dickie: Perhaps he’s the illegitimate son of an earl. You 
should ask him if he has a strawberry mark on his left 
shoulder. What’s the matter, Pen? 

PENELOPE: [_Astonished.| With me? 

Dicks: I thought you seemed a bit under the weather. 

PENELOPE: Why? 

Dicxiz: I don’t know. You’re not quite up to your usual 
form, are you? You’ve not asked me what I’ve been 
doing to-day. As a rule you’te so interested in my 
movements. 

PENELOPE: [| Witha glance at her father]. | thought you’d tell me 
if you wanted to. 

DicxtE: I say, I do think that’s a bit thick. I go slaving my 
very soul out to provide you with a motor and nice 
frocks and things, and you don’t take the smallest 
interest in what I do. 

PENELOPE: [Swzling.| Well, what have you been doing this 
afternoon? . 

Dickie: [Witha sigh of relief.| Oh, I’ve had the very deuce of a 
day. Dve got a very interesting case on just now. 
Taking up a lot of my time. Of course it worries me 
rather, but I suppose all these things come in the day’s 
march. Well, I spent the best part of an hour there. 


PENELOPE: An hour? 
Dickie: Yes, we had a consultation, you know. 
PENELOPE: But you had a consultation yesterday. 
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Dickie: Yesterday? Yes, she’s a fussy old thing. She’s 
always wanting consultations. 

PENELOPE: That’s jolly, isn’t it? 

Dicxrz: I don’t think it is. It looks as if she hadn’t really 
confidence in me. 

PENELOPE: On the other hand, you can charge double, can’t 
your 

Dickie: Yes, of course, it has that advantage. 

PENELOPE: I’ve been hankering after an ermine stole for a 
long time. I shall buy it now. 

Dickie: [His face falling.| Oh, but I haven’t been paid yet. 

PENELOPE: They’ll be only too glad to wait. And it’s sucha 
bargain. 

Dickie: [To change the conversation.| Well, after my consultation 
I was so fagged that I had to go to the club to have a 
rubber of bridge. 

GoLicuTLy: By the way, what is the name of your patient? 

Dicxiz: The name of my patient? 

PENELOPE: Oh, yes, I was telling papa that you’d got a new 
patient who was bringing in pots of money. I couldn’t 
remember her name. 

Drcxie: [Embarrassed.| Oh—er, Mrs. Mac... 

PENELOPE: Mrs. Mac what? 

Dickie: Mrs. Macnothing. 

Bartow: How d’you mean, Mrs. Macnothing? I’ve never 
heard of a family called Macnothing. 

Dicxtz: No, of course, her name isn’t Macnothing. 

Bartow: But you distinctly said it was Mrs. Macnothing. 

Dicxm: Now, my dear Pen, did I say anything about 
Macnothing? 

PENELOPE: Well, what is her name then? 

Dicxie: I’ve been telling you for the last ten minutes. Her 
name’s Mrs. Mack. 
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Bartow: Why on earth didn’t you say so at once? 
Gouicurty: How did you find such a profitable patient? 


Dickie; Oh, it was a great piece of luck. She heard about 
me from that little friend of yours, Pen. What is her 
name? 


GOLIGHTLY: You seem to have a very bad memory for 
names, Dickie. You should make a knot in your 
handkerchief. 


Dickie: It’s a friend of Pen’s. [Pretending to try and re- 
member.) Her husband’s in the navy, stationed at Malta, 
isn’t he? 

PENELOPE: Ada Fergusson. 

Dicxiz: That’s it, of course. Mrs. Fergusson. 

Bartow: One of the Fergussons of Kingarth, I suppose? 


Dickie: I don’t know at all. Quite a nice little thing, I 
thought. I must confess that she didn’t interest me very 
much. 


[PEYTON comes in to announce Mrs. FeRGussON. Mrs. 
FERGUSSON is a handsome, showy woman of about 
thirty. 

PEYTON: Mrs. Fergusson. 

[Dickie és filled with consternation. PEYTON goes out. 
There is a very brief moment of embarrassment, but 
PENELOPE quickly recovers herself and goes up to the 
visitor effusively. 

PENELOPE: How d’you do? 
Mrs. FerGusson: Is it a preposterous hour to pay a call? 
PENELOPE: Of course not. I’m always delighted to see you. 


Mrs. Fercusson: I’ve been shopping the whole afternoon, 
and it suddenly occurred to me that I hadn’t seen you for 
ages. 

PENELOPE: Do you know my sainted mother? 


Mrs. Fercusson: How d’you dor 
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PENELOPE: This is my noble father, and this is my uncle. 
Bartow: How d’you do? 
[He és evidently much struck by Mrs. FERGUSSON. 


Mrs. Fercusson: [Turning blandly to Dicxiz.}] You haven’t 
forgotten me? 


Dicxiz: Of course not. 

Mrs. Fercusson: We haven’t met for ages, have we? 

Dickie: Simply ages. 

Mrs. Fercusson: I passed you in Piccadilly the other day, 
and you cut me dead. 

Dickie: I’m so sorry, I’m so short-sighted. 


PENELOPE: Dickie, you’re not at all short-sighted. How can 
you tell such fibs? 


Bartow: [W7th pompous gallantry.| Dickie feels that only a 
physical impediment can excuse a man for not seeing a 
pretty woman. 


Mrs. FERGUSSON: Oh, how very nice of you to say that. 

Bartow: Not at all, not at all. 

PENELOPE: I wanted to thank you for getting Dickie such a 
splendid patient. 

Dickie: [Hastily, seeing her look of astonishment.] Vvejust been 
telling my wife about Mrs. Mack. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [No# in the least understanding.| Oh, yes. 

Dicxtz: It was really awfully good of you to tell her to send . 
for me. I’ve been to see her this afternoon. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Understanding.| Oh, yes, I like to do all I 
can for people. I hope you’ll find her a nice patient. 

PENELOPE: She seems to require a lot of visits. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Yes, she was only telling me the other 
day how much she liked Dr. O’Farrell. I’m afraid she’s 
very ill, poor dear. 


Dickie: To tell you the truth, I’m extremely worried about 
her. 
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Mrs. Fercusson: It’s a great comfort to all her friends to 
know that Dr. O’Farrell is looking after her. 


Bartow: I’ve been wondering if she’s one of the Stafford- 
shire Macks or one-of the Somersetshire Macks. 


Dickie: I don’t know at all. 


Bartow: How d’you mean you don’t know at all? She must 
be one or the other. 


Dicxie: I don’t see that it matters either way. 
PENELOPE: What is she like? 
Dickie: Oh, I don’t know. Like everybody else, I suppose. 


PENELOPE: Don’t be silly, Dickie. You must know if she’s 
fat or thin. 


Dickie: [Looking at Mrs. Fercusson.] I should say fat, 
wouldn’t your 


Mrs. FerGusson: Obese. 

PENELOPE: Yes? 

Dickie: She has grey hair. 

Mrs. Fercusson: All in little corkscrew curls. 

Dickie: [Laughing.| Yes. I wonder how she does them. 
Mrs. Fercusson: She has very pretty blue eyes, hasn’t sher 
Dickie: Yes, very pretty blue eyes. 

PENELOPE: What is her Christian name? 

Dicxiz: Er—I don’t know at all. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Promptly.] Catherine. 


PENELOPE: Catherine Mack? Mother, it’s your old friend 
Catherine Mack. What an extraordinary coincidencel 


Go.tGutty: Catherine Mack. Why, of course, I remember 
her perfectly. Little grey corkscrew curls and very 
pretty blue eyes. 


PENELOPE: Wouldn’t she like mamma to go and see her? 
Dickie: I’m afraid she can’t see any one just yet. 
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GOLIGHTLY: You must tell her how sorry we are to hear 
she’s so ill. 

Dickie: Oh, yes, I'll give her any message you like. 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLy: [Rather stiffy, gettingup.| I think I oughtto 
be going. Will you come, Charles? 

GOLIGHTLY: Yes, my dear. 

PENELOPE: Good-bye, mother, darling. 

[They talk aside as Mrs. GOLIGHTLY #5 helped on with 
her cloak. Dice is left practically alone with Mrs. 
FERGUSSON. 

Dickie: [In an undertone.| 1 say, what the dickens have you 
come here for now? 

Mrs. FerGusson: You didn’t tell me when I should see you 
to-morrow. 

Dickie: Good heavens, you might have rung me up on the 
telephone. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Oh, I never trust the telephone. 

Dicxrz: How do you mean you never trust the telephone? 
Are you in the habit .. & 

Mrs. FerGusson: Dickie! 

Dicxtz: I beg your pardon, I didn’t mean that. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Why on earth did you invent that cock- 
and-bull story about Mrs. Mack? 

Dicxrz: I didn’t. It invented itself. I was obliged to 
account for my movements. 

Mrs. FerGcusson: D’you mean to say your wife asks you 
where you’ve been and where you’re going. How like a 
woman. [Innocently.| By the way, what are you doing 
this evening? 

Dicxie: [With amusement.) Oh, Penelope and I are dining at 
the Carlton grill room, and going to a music hall. 


[BARLOW comes up to them.] 


Bartow: Good-bye, Mrs. Fergusson. 
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Mrs. Fercusson: [Effusively.] Good-bye. 


Bartow: [To Pengxore, as he shakes bands with ber.| Devilish 
fine woman. 


PENELOPE: [Pretending to be outraged.| Uncle Davenport! 

Bartow: Good-bye, dear. Quite a lady. 

PENELOPE: Good-bye. [BARLOw and Mrs. GOLIGHTLY go ont. 

GOLicHTLy: [As he is following.| Are you all right? 

PENELOPE: Yes, leave it to me. I’m beginning to feel my 
feet. 

GouicHt ty: [With a smile.] I noticedit. [GoLIGHTLY goes ont. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Charming man your uncle is, Penelope. 
So distinguished. 

PENELOPE: You’ve made a conquest of him. He told me you 
were a devilish fine woman. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Not really? Men often tell me I’m a 
womanly woman. 

PENELOPE: I daresay it means the same thing. 

Mrs. FerGusson: But I must fly too. I really had no idea it 
was so late. 

PENELOPE: Are you doing anything to-night? 

Mrs. Fercusson: Oh, no! I live very quietly. There’s 
nothing that I enjoy more than an evening all by myself, 
with a book. 

PENELOPE: You used to be so fond of going out. 

Mrs. FerGusson: I know that my husband prefers me to 
remain at home. And when I think of him bravely 
serving his country in a foreign land I have no heart for 
gaiety. 

PENELOPE: What a charming nature you have. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [To Dicxre.] My husband’s in a man-of- 
war. He’s stationed at Malta, you know. It’s so dreadful 
that my health forces me to remain in England. 


PENELOPE: I wonder if you’d do me a great kindness. 
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Mrs, FERGUSSON: My dear, I'll always do anything for an old 
friend. 

PENELOPE: The fact is, I’ve had a perfectly fiendish headache 
the whole afternoon. 

Dicxm: [Trismpbhantly.| I knew there was something the 
matter with you the moment I came in. 

PENELOPE: We've got a couple of stalls for a music hall to- 
night. It would be awfully kind of you if you’d go with 
Dickie instead of me. 

[A look of intelligence passes between Dickie and Mrs. 
FERGUSSON. 

Mrs. FerGusson: I? 

PENELOPE: Dickie hates going out alone, and I simply can’t 
stir. You can have a jolly little dinner together at a 
restaurant, and you can go on afterwards. 

Dicxie: Are you really sure you can’t go, Pen? 

PENELOPE: It’s absolutely out of the question. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Don’t you think Dr. O’Farrell ought to 
stay and look after you? 

PENELOPE: Oh, no! It’ll do him good to go out. He’s been 
working so dreadfully hard. This afternoon he had a 
consultation that lasted nearly an hour. 

Mrs. FerGusson: [To Dicxtz.] Would you like me to come 
with your 

Dickie: I should love it, if it wouldn’t bore you. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Then I shall be delighted. 

PENELOPE: Thanks so much. But it’s getting very late. I 
think you ought to start at once. 

Dicxrz: You’re sure you don’t mind my leaving you, 
Penelope? 

PENELOPE: Positive. 

Dicxiz: Well, just wait a moment, and ll make you up a 
dose of something. 
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PENELOPE: [Hasti/y.] Oh, no, I promise you I’m much better 
without medicine. 


Dickie: Nonsense. Of course I must give you something. 
[He goes out. 


Mrs. FerGusson: That’s the advantage of having a doctor in 
the family. 


PENELOPE: [Cross/y.] Yes, it’s a great advantage. 


Mrs. Fercusson: I do envy you, having your husband 
always at hand. When I think of mine bravely serving 
his country—and you know, every doctor I go to tells 
me it would be most dangerous for me to join him. 


[Dickie comes in with a little medicine glass, filled with a 
milky fisid, 
Dicxiz: Here it ts. 
PENELOPE: Oh, no, Dickie, I’d much rather not. 
DrcxrE: Don’t be silly, darling. This’ll pull you together 
like anything. 
Mrs. FerGusSsON: I’m sure she ought to lie down. 
PENELOPE: No, I think Id rather stand up if you don’t mind. 


Dickie: How extraordinarily unreasonable you arel Now 
lie down on this sofa. 


PENELOPE: Of course, if I absolutely must. 
[She dies down on a sofa. 
Mrs. FerGcusson: We must make you comfortable before 
we go. 
Dickie: Let’s put all the cushions behind her. Is that nice? 
PENELOPE: Yes, thank you. 
Dicxiz: Poor little thing. 
Mrs. FerGusson: I’m sure she ought to have something over 
her feet. 


Dickie: Let’s put this rug over her feet. There. Now take 
this medicine... .. There... 
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Penztope: Oh, no, Dickie. I'll take it after you’ve gone. I 
really will. I promise you I’ll take it. 


Dicxiz: Why on earth can’t you take it now? 
PENELOPE: Well, I hate making faces before you. 
Dicxtg: But I’ve often seen you make faces. 
PENELOPE: Yes, at you. That’s quite a different thing. 
Dickie: Now, take it like a good girl. 

PENELOPE: After you’ve gone. 


Mrs. FerGusson: [ With great determination.| ’mnot going to 
stir from this room till you’ve taken it. 


PENELOPE: [Resigned.] Give it me. Hold my nose, Dickie. 
[She swallows it and makes a *ace.] Oh, I wish I'd never 
married you, Dickie. 

Dicxte: It'll make you feel like one o’clock. 

PENELOPE: I don’t want to feel like one o’clock. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Good-bye. So sorry you’re feeling seedy. 

Dickie: Good-bye, darling. 

PENELOPE: I hope you'll have an awfully good time. 

[Dick1z and Mrs. FERGUSSON go out. PENELOPE 
springs up, throws the cushions angrily aside, makes 
one or two quick steps towards the door as though to 
call them back, then stops. 

PENELOPE: No, I won’t. I won’t. 

[She comes slowly back, then sinks down and bursts into 
tears. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


THE SECOND ACT 


Scene: Dr. O’FARRELL’S consulting-room. It is a comfortably 
furnished room, with engravings on the walls, photographs in 
silver frames, and flowers on the chimmney-ptece. There is a large 
desk on one side, with papers on it, books, and a reading-lamp. 
There is a revolving-chair for Dice to sit in, and a chair on 
the other side of the desk for the patient. On a side table are a 
microscope, a stand for test tubes, one or two medicine bottles, a 
row of large bottles containing chemicals, and an electric lamp. 
There is a sofa without arms for patients to lie upon, and there 
are two or three chairs besides. On the shelves are medical books. 
On a little table is a pile of The Lancet. 

Dickie és sitting at his desk, with his stethoscope still in his ears. 
AA patient is standing up, buttoning up bis braces. He puts on 
his waistcoat and coat as the conversation proceeds. He is avery 
timid little man, with a bald bead and gold spectacles. He has an 
intensely nervous, apologetic manner. 


Dickie: Pll just write you out a prescription, shall I? 

PatizENT: Oh, it’s too good of you. I’m afraidI’m giving you 
so much trouble. 

Dicxiz: Not at all. Now what would you like me to give 
your 

Patient: [Dreadfully embarrassed.| Oh, whatever you like, 
please. It’s too good of you. 

Dickig: You know, there’s not much the matter with you. 

PaTIENT: Oh, I’m so sorry, I really, really ... 

Dicxie: I should have thought you’d be rather pleased. 

Patient: [A pologetically.] Yes, of course, I’m very much 
pleased. I didn’t mean that. I’ve taken up so much of 
your time. 
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Dicxrz: It’s only out of the people who’ve got nothing the 
matter with them that I make a living. The people who 
are ill either get well or die, and that’s the end of them. 

ParienT: Yes, I see. I never thought of that. Beautiful day 
it is, isn’t it? 

Dicxrz: Won’t you sit down? 

PatIENT: Oh, it’s too good of you. Thank you, thank you. 
I’m afraid I’m taking up so much of your time. 

Dickie: I always make my patients sit on the other side of 
my desk since one of them suddenly saw a snake on me, 
and flung himself at my throat in order to save me from 
being bitten. He nearly throttled me in the process, and 
when I knelt on his chest, he said I was an ungrateful 
devil, and he wouldn’t interfere with the snakes next time 
they went for me. 

PATIENT: [Extremely agitated.| Oh, but you don’tthink there’s 
any danger of my flying at your throat, do you? 

Dickie: [With a Jaugh.| No, of course not. 

Patient: I drink nothing for my luncheon, and only claret 
and water for my dinner. 

Dicxiz: I suppose you wouldn’t think you’d had your 
money’s worth if I gave you no medicine? 

PaTIENT: Oh, it’s too good of you, but I think, for my wife’s 
sake, I’d like to take something. 

Dickie: Well, look here, Pve given you some strychnine to 
buck you up, and some bismuth to quiet you down. 
Take it three times a day after meals. 

PatIENT: Oh, thank you so much. I’m sure it’s just what I 
want. Andnow—er. Andnow—er... 

[He gets up, overcome with embarrassment. 

Dicxtz: I think there’s nothing more I can do for you. 

Patient: No, er—thank you very much. IJ—er—it’s so 
good of you to have taken so much trouble. Yes, 
— 
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Dicxe: [Understanding.| Oh... My fee is two guineas. 

Patient: [Infinitely relieved.| Ob, thank you so much. That’s 
just what I wanted to ask you. Shall I write you a 
cheque? 

Dickie: We always prefer to have it in hard cash, you know, 
in case it’s a bogus cheque. 

Patient: Oh, certainly. It’s too good of you. I thought 
you mightn’t like it. 

Dickie: It’s extraordinary how nervous people are about 
giving a doctor money. If you only knew how jolly glad 
he is to get it. 

Patient: Yes. Thank you very much. 

[The patient takes two guineas out of his pocket and puts 
them nervously on the chimney-piece] 

Dickie: Hang it all, man, not on the mantelpiece. There are 
limits. 

Patient: Oh, I beg your pardon. I’m so sorry. 

Dickig: We always like it put on the desk. 

PaTIENT: I don’t often come and consult doctors. 

Dicxiz: I can see that. If you did you’d probably give me 
two pounds and say you hadn’t got two shillings on you, 
especially if you were a woman. 

PATIENT: You don’t say so. Really it never occurred to me. 

Dicxiz: Thank you. Well, good-bye. 

ParizNT: Good-bye, and thank you so much. Beautiful day, 
isn’t it? Good-bye. 

[Dickie leads him to the door and shows him out. At the 
door be sees GOLIGHTLY. 

Dickie: Hulloa! Come in, won’t you? [Calling upstairs.] 
Pen, here’s your noble parent. 

[GOLIGHTLY comes in. 


Gouicutty: I was just going up to see Pen. 
Dickie: Come and sit down here, and we'll have a smoke. 
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GouicHtTty: Aren’t you expecting patients? 

Dickie: Oh, it’s just on five o’clock. I don’t suppose any 
one else will come. We might have tea down here. 

Go.icHtty: How are things going? 

Dicxiz: Rotten. Look here, a wretched two guineas. 
That’s all I’ve made this afternoon. 

[PENELOPE comes in. 

PENELOPE: Well, father? 

GOLIGHTLY: Kiss your noble parent, my child. You’ve got 
a new dress on. 

PENELOPE: I rather like it, don’t you? 

Dickie: Is that another new frock, Pen? 

PENELOPE: Yes, darling. Why? 

Dicxtg: Oh, nothing. 

PENELOPE: The wife of a fashionable physician has to spend 
a lot of money on her clothes. 

GouiGuTLy: Dickie was lamenting that times were very bad. 

Dickie: What can you expect with this beastly weather! 
Fine, dry and cold day after day. We haven’t had a fog 
this autumn. It doesn’t give one a chance. Of course 
everybody keeps well. Times are getting worse and 
worse. Everybody has decent drains now. An officious 
Government gives people pure water. If it weren’t for 
patent medicines and the hypochondriac half the doctors 
in London would starve. 
PENELOPE: Never mind, Dickie. There may be a motor 
accident just outside our front door one of these days. 
Dickie: It would be just like my luck if they were all killed 
outright. No, what I want is a really good epidemic, a 
very complicated form of influenza that’d keep people on 
their backs for about a month. 

PENELOPE: And supposing I got it? 

Dickie: Well, if you got it that bounder on the other side of 
the street would have to treat you. And he couldn’t 
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charge you as you’re my wife, and he’d simply grind his 
teeth at having to waste his time. 


PENELOPE: The bounder on the other side of the street is 
Dr. Rogers. I like him much better than Dickie. 


Dicxiz: Pompous ass. 

PENELOPE: He’s got such a pleasant bedside manner. 

Dickie: You’ve never seen my bedside manner. [Looking at 
his hands.| 1 say, 1 must just go and wash my hands, 
they’re covered with Picric Acid. [ Exst. 

PENELOPE: Where’s mother? Converting the heathen? 

GOLIGHTLY: From the safe distance of the Albert Hall. 

PENELOPE: [W/¢h a change of manner.| 'm glad youcamealone. 

GouicuHt ty: Is anything the matter? 

PENELOPE: [Breaking out.) I can’t go on with it any longer. 
I’ve come to the end of my strength. 

GouicutLy: Is Dickie still . . .? 

PENELOPE: Yes. I can’t imagine what he sees in her. I sit 
and watch her sometimes and wonder what she has that 
I haven’t got. You don’t think I’m plain, do your 

GouiGHTLy: Certainly not. If you had been I should have 
exposed you at your birth, like the ancient Spartans. 

PENELOPE: There are lots of men who are willing to tell me 
that I’m extremely attractive. 

GouicHtLy: Why don’t you let them? 


PENELOPE: My dear father, you’re the most immoral parent 
I’ve ever come across. 


Gouicuriy: [With a littl deprecatory shrug.| It might be 
politic. 

PENELOPE: [Shaking her head.| No, I don’t know whether I 
shall ever get Dickie back again, but I don’t want to get 
him back by exciting his jealousy. I don’t want his love 
if I can only have it by making him think other men are 
in love with me. 
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GoticHtty: Remember that two and two never make five. 

PENELOPE: [Impatiently.| It’s easy enough to give advice. 
You’ve only got to sit still and watch. I’ve got to do 
things. And the worst of it is that doing things means 
doing nothing. 

GoLiGHTLy: My dear. 

PENELOPE: Now, father, don’t look as if you didn’t under- 
stand or I shall throw something at your head. It 
wouldn’t be so bad if I could be up and doing, but I just 
have to sit still and keep my temper. You don’t know 
what I’ve suffered this month with a smiling face. I’ve 
laughed while my heart ached. I’ve chaffed Dickie when 
I’ve known he was just going-to meet Ada Fergusson. 
I’ve arranged little parties so that they might be together. 
I haven’t even dared to cry by myself in case Ada Fer- 
gusson should see that my eyes were red and tell Dickie. 
He’s seen her every day, every single day for the last 
month, and all the time I’ve been cheerful and pleasant 
and amusing. 

GOLIGHTLY: But how does he manage to get the time? 

PENELOPE: Of course he’s been neglecting his practice. He’s 
sent his assistant to people he ought to have seen 
himself. You remember Mrs. Mack, don’t you? 

GOLIGHTLY [smiling]: The imaginary Mrs. Mack? Yes. 

PENELOPE: If you knew how I hated Mrs. Mack! She’s been 
having operations. She has an operation about once a 
week, and Dickie goes off for the whole day in his car. 

GouicHtLy: She must have the constitution of a boa- 
constrictor. 

PENELOPE: And the curious thing is that she always has an 
operation when there’s a race meeting. She had an 
operation for the Duke of York’s Stakes at Kempton; 
and she had another operation for the Cesarewitch, and a 
third for Sandown. 

Gotrcutty: How very singular. 
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Peneope: It is till you know that Ada Fergusson adores 
racing. And the thing that makes me so furious is that 
I’m quite certain Dickie puts on her money for her; and 
when her horse wins she pockets the profits, and when it 
loses she doesn’t pay her stake. 

GOLIGHTLY: That sounds very nasty of her. What makes 
you think it? 

PENELOPE: I do it myself. . . . Poor Dickie, it’s going to 
cost him a lot of money this month. 

GOLIGHTLY: Why? 

PENELOPE: Because whenever he goes out for the day I have 
to console myself by buying something. I generally 
choose something rather dear. 

GOLIGHTLY: JI don’t remember that I advised that in the 
treatment of a volatile husband. 

PENELOPE: No, I added if of my own accord. 

Go.iGHTLy: But why did you send for me to-day? 

PENELOPE: Because the end has come. And I can’t stand it 
any longer. This morning Dickie said that Mrs. Mack 
was well enough to be moved, and he was going to take 
her over to Paris to put her in the Riviera train. 


GOLIGHTLYy: Do you mean to say that... . 

PENELOPE: [With an angry shrug of the shoulders.| Ada Fer- 
gusson wants a little jaunt in Paris. 

GoLiGHTLy: What are you going to do? 


PENELOPE: I’m going to tell him he must choose between us. 
I’m going to do everything I can to prevent him from 
going. And I mean to let him know that if he goes it’s 
the end. 

GOLIGHTLY: Ohl 

PENELOPE: Don’t say oh! Say I’m quite right. Say it’s the 
only thing to do. 


Go.LicutLy: But I think you’re quite wrong. 
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PENELOPE: Wrong! 

GOLIGHTLY: You don’t suppose he wants to go to Paris. No 
man in his senses would take the risk. 

PENELOPE: Then why is he going? 

GOLIGHTLY: Because she’s making him. And once a 
woman in these circumstances makes a man do what he 
doesn’t want to, it’s the beginning of the end. 

PENELOPE: How d’you know? 

GoutGutLy: I don’t know. I guess it. 

PENELOPE: It seems to me that a lifetime spent in the study 
of mathematics has resulted in some very various 
knowledge. 

GOLIGHTLY: Be a good girl, Pen, and let them go. 

[There is a pause while PENELOPE, resting her face on ber 
hands, looks straight at her father. She thinks the 
matter out. 


PENELOPE: You were right when you said I should want a 
great deal of tact, and a great deal of patience, and a great 
deal of self-control. My word! 

GOLIGHTLY [smiling]: Well? 

PENELOPE: I’Il do nothing. I'll hold my tongue, I’ll smile, 
Pll make jokes, but... 

GOLIGHTLY: Yes? 

PENELOPE: I want some hats badly. Pll just go and ring up 
Francoise and tell her to send me all she’s got in the shop. 

[DickIE comes in. 

GOLIGHTLY: I was just going. 

Dicxtg:; I’m sorry. Why so soon? 

GouicHtty: I promised to fetch my wife. 


PENELOPE: You must come back. This is the first time I’ve 
been separated from Dickie since our marriage, and I 
shall want to hide my head in the maternal bosom while 
my noble father pats my hand. 
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Drcxre: I wish you wouldn’t take it so calmly, Pen. You 
might be a bit cut up. 

PENELOPE: But, darling, I’m making every preparation to 
have fit after fit of violent hysterics. I can’t do more. 

Dicx1z: Rot me, that’s right. 

PENELOPE: [With meaning.| After all, Dickie, I know you 
wouldn’t go if you could help it. It’s only because you 
feel it’s your duty, isn’t it? 

[Dick is rather uncomfortable, but says nothing. 
GOLIGHTLY breaks the momentary silence. 

GoLicHtLy: Why are you going by night? 

Dickie: [Re/eved.] Oh, you see, there’s so much less of a 
crowd. It’s more convenient when you’re carting an 
invalid about. 

PENELOPE: [Gai/y.] It'll be great fun, because you'll seealithe 
gay young men who are making a little excursion to Paris 
with the objects of their affections. I’m told they always 
go by night so that no one should see them on the 
journey. 

Gouricutiy: Well, I must be getting on or I shall be late. 
Au revoir. 

PENELOPE: Don’t be too long, father, in case my emotions 
get the better of me before you come back. 

GOLIGHTLY: [Nodding.| I may see you later, Dickie. 

[He goes out. PENELOPE makes as if to follow him. 


PENELOPE: I’m going upstairs to have tea. 

Dickie: [Rather stiffy.] I'd like to have a little talk with you, 
Pen. 

PENELOPE: Then come up into the drawing-room. 

Dicxi: I'd rather talk to you down here. 

PENELOPE: [Sstting down.] Very well. Talk. 

Dickie: You can send for the tea if you like. 

PENELOPE: No; I’ll let it stand and ruin my digestion. 
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‘Dice: [Taking papers out of bis pocket and giving them to 
PENELOPE.] D’you know what these are? 

PENELOPE: [W5th a charming smile.| Bills, darling? 

Dick: I can see they’re bills, thank your 

PENELOPE: [Flourishing one of them.| This is for the frock I’ve 
goton. You wouldn’t think it cost so much, would you? 
[Looking down at it.} You see, you have to pay for the cut. 

Dickie: [Trying to keep bis temper.) And what do you expect 
me to do with them? 

PENELOPE: [Indifferently.]| You can put them in the waste- 
paper basket if you like, but it would be shorter to pay 
them. 

Dickie: [Flying into a passion.) Now, look here, Pen. It’s 
perfectly preposterous. You know I’m not going to 
stand this sort of thing. 

PENELOPE: [Apparently much astonished, quite good-humouredly.| 
Darling, you’re not going to make a scene for a few 
little things ve bought myself. I was positively in rags, 
and I thought you liked me to dress neatly. 

Dickie: Hang it all, I’m a poor man, and you’ve spent more 
than a hundred and fifty pounds in this one month. 

PENELOPE: [Ca/m/y.] Does it come to as much as that? It’s 
lucky you’ve got such a good patient in Mrs. Mack, 
isn’t ite 

[He gives her a suspicious look, but to get away from Mrs. 
Mack breaks out angrily. 


Dicxiz: Senseless extravagance I call it. Now look here, 
here’s thirty-five pounds for a dress in blue cloth— 
absurd price to pay—on the 9th of October. 

PENELOPE: Duke of York’s Stakes at Kempton. 

Dicxm: How d’you mean, Duke of York’s Stakes at 
Kempton? 

PeneLore: I just happen to remember they were on that day 
because Madame Claude was so surprised to see me. It 
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was only be the merest chance that she hadn’t gone to 
the races herself. 

Dicxrz: But what on earth put it into your head to go and 
buy a blue cloth dress? 

PENELOPE: [Swee¢/y.] Well, you see, darling, it was the day of 
the first operation that was performed on Mrs. Mack. 
And you were away all day, and I felt awfully depressed 
and lonely. And I knew how anxious you were, and it 
made me anxious, so I just went and ordered a blue cloth 
to cheer myself up a bit. 

[Dickie /ooks at her for a moment, then looks down at the 
bill, is about to speak, but says nothing. PENELOPE 
watches him. 

Dicks: [Saddenly.| And look here, on the 13th of October 
there’s an ermine stole and a.muff. 


PENELOPE: Yes, that was the second operation on poor Mrs. 
Mack. 

Dicks: I say, I think it’s a bit thick. 

PENELOPE: Well, I had to do something while you were 
away. And it made me feel so miserable to see everybody 
driving off with race glasses to Liverpool Street. 

Dicxiz: I beg your pardon. 

PENELOPE: You see, the 13th of October was the Cesare- 
witch. 

Dickie: And I suppose all the others are to be explained in 
the same way. [Looking at a bill.| October 22. 

PENELOPE: Sandown Races. [Dickie Jooks through the bill 
crossly, but does not speak.| 1 wonder why you always had 
your operations on the same day as an important race 
meeting. 

Dicxig: I suppose you think it odd? 

PENELOPE: A little. 

Dickie: Well, it isn’t odd at all. It’s one of old Peter 
Marsden’s cranky ways. I told you it was Peter Marsden 


* 
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who did the operations, didn’t I? [PENELOPE nods.] The 
fact is, he’s simply mad on racing. And he’s lost such a 
pot of money that he always fixes an important operation 
for the same day as a race meeting so that he absolutely 
won’t be able to go to it. 

PENELOPE: Funny old thing. [Dicx1e /Jooks up suspiciously. 
With a Jaugh.| Peter Marsden, not you, darling. 


Dickie: Now look here, Pen, we’ll say no more about these 
bills. Pll pay them this time .. . 

PENELOPE: I knew you would. 

Dicxiz: But there must be no more of them. 

PENELOPE: I really don’t know why you should make such 
a fuss. After all, you’ve been earning simply heaps and 
heaps of money with Mrs. Mack. 

Dickxiz: We mustn’t count our chickens before they’re 
hatched. I haven’t had a penny out of her yet. 

PENELOPE: But now that she’s going away you can send in 
your bill. 

Dicxiz: Oh, I couldn’t possibly. It would kill her. 

PENELOPE: Don’t you think you might risk it? 

Dickie: I think you’re awfully heartless, Pen. You forget 
that I’m very much attached to the old lady. I look upon 
her as a friend as well as a patient. 

PENELOPE: Perhaps she’ll leave you something in her will. 
We want a new electric brougham, don’t we? 

Dicxtz: Oh, I shouldn’t accept it. I have the strongest 
feeling against doctors getting legacies from their 
patients. 

PENELOPE: Well, you’ll be able to charge at least a hundred 
and fifty pounds for taking her to Paris. 

Dicxtz: [With a start.] Pen! 

PENELOPE: Oh, you made me jump. 

Dickie: You’re not proposing to buy anything more? 
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PENELOPE: Well, darling, I know that when I get up to- 
morrow morning and you’re not here, I shall feel dread- 
fully lonely and depressed. 

Dickig: [Interrupting.] Have your sainted mother to stay 
with you. 

PENELOPE: And it’s struck me that I simply haven’t got a 
hat I can wear. 

Dicxie: [Sternly.] Penelope. 

PENELOPE: [Persuasively.] It'll make my frocks last so much 
longer if I have some nice hats. You see, you ring the 
changes, and people think you have a new gown on. 

Dickie: And may I venture to inquire how many hats you'll 
want to overcome your depression. 

PENELOPE: [Decidedly.] Three. 

DicxiE: I never heard anything so preposterous. 

PENELOPE: Now look here, Dickie, I’m willing to meet you 
half way; I promise you they shan’t cost more than five 
pounds each. You can afford that out of the hundred 
and fifty. 

Dickie: The fact is, Pen, that Mrs. Mack is more a friend 
than a patient, and she’s not so well to do as I thought. 
I’m proposing to make no charge for accompanying her 
to Paris. 

PENELOPE: [ Quite firmly.] Oh, no, Dickie, I won’t hear of it. 
You’ve got a wife to think of—if you died to-morrow 
I should be totally unprovided for. You have no right 
to be quixotic. It’s not fair to me. 

[DICKIE ts just going to answer when PEYTON comes in. 

Peyton: A lady wishes to see you, sir. 

Dicxie: [Irritably.] At this hour? 

PEyron: It’s Mrs. Watson, sir. 

Dicxtz: Oh, yes, I know. Show her in. 

[Exit PEYTON. 

Dickie: Thank heaven, there’s somebody. I'll get a few 
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guineas out of her at all events. [Looking at his case 
book.] Four visits. That’ll be five guineas. By Jove, I 
want them. 

PENELOPE: What’s the matter with her? 

Dickie: I don’t know, but I’m pretending I do. And she 
probably won’t find out. 

PENELOPE: I'll leave you. I must just telephone to someone. 

[She goes ont. Dickie walks up and down irritably. 
When Mrs. Watson appears be at once puts on bis 
professional manner, and is very bland and affable. 
Mrs. Watson is a Little old lady in black. 

Dicxre: Well, Mrs. Watson? 

Mrs. WATSON: You mustn’t mind my coming so late. I 
know you don’t see any one after five, but I’m going 
away. 

Dickie: I’m delighted to see you. I promise you that. 

Mrs. Warson: I’m starting for the Riviera with my daughter 
to-morrow, and I thought I’d like to see you again before 
I went. 

Dicxie: Of course. And how have you been getting on? 

Mrs. Watson: [With the keenest satisfaction.] Oh! I don’t 
get on. I never get better. 

Dickie: Have you been taking your medicine regularly? 

Mrs. Watson: [Cheerfu/ly.] Yes; but it doesn’t do me any 
good. 

Dickie: Let’s try your knee jerks, shall we? 

[Mrs. WATSON crosses one leg over the other, and DICKIE 
taps below the knee; the leg is shightly jerked up. 

Dicxiz: That seems right enough. 

Mrs. Watson: Sir Benjamin Broadstairs tried everything, 
and he couldn’t cure me; and then I went to Sir William 
Wilson, and he told me not to do any of the things 
that Sir Benjamin Broadstairs told me to do, and I got 
worse and worsel 
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Dicxiez: You seem uncommonly cheerful about it. 

Mrs. Watson: I’ve been to every doctor in London, and 
they all say ’'m a wonderful case. I like being examined 
by doctors, and they take such an interest in me. The 
hours and hours they’ve spent over me. I can never be 
grateful enough for all the kindness I’ve had from them. 


Dickie: It’s very nice of you to say so. I think I'll try you 
on something else to-day. 

Mrs. Watson: Oh, make it nice and strong; won’t you, 
doctor? 

Dicxktz: You seem to like your medicine with some body 
in it. 

Mrs, Watson: Well, I like taking medicines. It’s something 
to do; and now my daughter’s married I’m very much 
alone. I think I’ve taken every medicine in the Pharma- 
copceia, and they’ve none of them done me any good. 

Dickie: [Handing her a prescription.| Well, perhaps this will. 
You must take it three times a day before meals. 

Mrs, Watson: [Looking at it.] Oh, but Pve had this before, 
Dr. O’Farrell. Sir Arthur Thomas gave me this only a 
few months ago. 

Dickie: Well, try it again. Perhaps you didn’t give it a fair 
chance. 

Mrs. Watson: I was reading in the Lancet the other day 
that a German doctor had discovered a new medicine 
which does nerve cases such a lot of good. I’m sure it’s 
the very thing for me. 

Dickie: What on earth were you reading the Lancet for? 

Mrs. Warson: Oh, I always read the Lancet and the British 
Medical Journal. You see, my poor husband had to take 
them in for his practice. 

Dickie: [With a gasp.] You don’t mean to say your husband 
was a doctor? 
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Mrs. Watson: Oh, I thought I told you that I was a doctor’s 
widow. 

[Dick fries to master bis agitation while Mus. WATSON 
prattles on. 

Mrs. Watson: I can never bear to hear doctors spoken 
badly of. They never do me any good, but they’ve been 
kindness itself. I’ve only once been rudely treated, and 
that—if you’ll believe it—-was by a mere nobody. I told 
him all my symptoms, and he said to me, Madam, can 
you eat? Yes, I said. I have breakfast in the morning 
and a little soup at eleven o’clock; and then I have lunch, 
and I always make a good tea, and I eat a little dinner 
at half-past seven, and before I go to bed I have some 
bread and milk. Then he said, Madam, can you sleep? 
Yes, I said, for an old woman I sleep very well; I sleep 
eight or nine hours regularly. Then he said, Madam, 
can you walk? Ohl! yes, I said, I always make a point 
of walking four miles a day. Then he said, My opinion 
is that you’ve got nothing the matter with you at all. 
Good afternoon. 

DicxiE: Fancy. 

Mrs. Watson: Well, I just looked him up and down, and I 
said to him, Sir, your opinion is not shared by Sir 
Benjamin Broadstairs, or Sir William Wilson, or Sir 
Arthur Thomas. And I didn’t even offer him a fee, but 
I just swept out of the room. [-Archl/y.] You won't give 
me that new medicine? 

Drcxiz: Honestly, I don’t think it’s quite what you want. 

Mrs. Warson: Very well. I expect you know best. And now 
I mustn’t take up any more of your time. 

Dicxte: [Sarcastically.| Oh, it’s of no value, thank you. 

Mrs. Warson: [Perswasively.] Will you tell me what I owe 
your | 

Dickie: Oh, as a doctor’s widow, of course, I couldn’t 
dream of accepting a fee. 
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Mrs. Watson: That is kind of you. But you must allow me 
to give you a little present. 

Dickie: [Rather feebly, but brightening up a little.| Oh, really, 
youknow... 

Mrs. Watson: Pve seen every doctor in London of any 
importance, and they’ve none of them charged me a 
penny, but I always make them a little present. I know 
that you doctors have to go out in all weathers, and you 
never wrap yourselves up. So I give them a woollen 
comforter. 

[She takes ont of her bag a large red woollen comforter. 

Dicxiz: [B/ank/y.] Oh, thank you very much. 

Mrs. Watson: I made it myself. 

Dickie: Did youl 

Mrs. Watson: And Sir Benjamin promised to wear his 
every winter. You'll find it so warm. 

Dickie: I’m very grateful to you. 

Mrs. Watson: And now, good-bye, and thank you so much. 

DicxizE: When you come ack from the Riviera, you might 
do worse than consult Dr. Rogers. He lives just at the 


other end of the street, you know. He’s very good in 
cases like yours. 


Mrs. Watson: Thank you so fuch. 


Lot 


Dickie: Good-bye. the ot! 
[She goes out, and he shuts the dsec.cd a new mie other 
and calls out. alot of good. I’m su 
Dicxiz: Pen! Pen! ' ee 
PENELOPE’S VOICE: Yes. : sg the Lancet fi 
[ “ft and the 1 door. 
DicxiE: [Irritably.] Come in. . , werd had t’ 


[ks. WATSON enters. 


Mrs. Watson: I knew there was something I wanted to ask 
you particularly, and I nearly forgot it. Sir Benjamin 
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Broadstairs said I ought never to eat anything but toast, 
and Sir William Wilson said he didn’t think toast was 
at all good for me, and I only ought to eat bread. Now, 
I wonder what I had better do? 


Dickie: [Seriously, as if he were deliberating.| Well, if I were 
you, I’d eat bread toasted only on one side. 

Mrs. Watson: Thank you so much. Good-bye. I hope 
you'll like the comforter. 

Dicxiz: I’m sure I shall. Good-bye. 


[She goes out again, and Dicxte shuts the door. 
Dickie: Pen! Pen! 
[PENELOPE comes in by the other door. 


PENELOPE: What is the matter? 

[Dickie goes up to her furiously with the comforter in 
his hands. 

Dicxiz: Look! That’s my feel Thatl 

PENELOPE: It’s a woollen comforter. 

Dicxtz: Don’t be idiotic, Penelope. I can see it’s a woollen 
comforter. 

PENELOPE: But what’s the meaning of it? 

Dicxrz: She’s a doctor’s widow. Of course I couldn’t 
charge her anything. She kept it dark till to-day. Pll 
tell you what, doctors’ widows oughtn’t to be allowed 
to survive their husbands. 


PENELOPE: Ohl 

Dicxrz: When you’re my widow, Pen, you go tight up one 
side of Harley Street and then right down the other and 
see them all. 

PENELOPE: But supposing I’m not ill? 

Dickig: Hang it all, when you’ve lost me the least you can 
do is to enjoy indifferent health. 

[PEYTON comes in. 
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Pryron: If you please, sir, Mrs. Watson says, may she just 
see you for one minute. 
Dicxzz: [Resigned.] Yes. 
[Exit PEYTON. 
Dicxie: What the dickens does she want now? 
[PeYron shows Mrs. WATSON 1m. 


Mrs. WATSON: You’ll think you’ve never seen the last of me. 

Dickie: [B/andly.] Not at all. Not at all. 

Mrs. WarTson: I’ve been thinking about what you said 
about toasting my bread on one side. . . . On which 
side shall I put the butter? 

Dickie: [With his chin in his hand.| H’m. H’m. You must 
put the butter on the toasted side. 

Mrs. Watson: Oh, thank you. Now just one more ques- 
tion, do you think a little jam would hurt me? 

Dickie: No, I don’t think a little jam would hurt you, but 
you mustn’t put it on the same side as you put the 
butter. 

Mrs. Watson: Oh, thank you. Good afternoon. I’m so 
much obliged. 

Dicxre: Not at all. Not at all. 

[Mrs. WATSON goes ont. 

Dickie: [Shaking his fist at the door.| Suttee. . . . That’s the 
word. Suttee. 

Pene.Lope: Dickie, what are you talking about? 

Dickie: I’ve been trying to think of it for ten minutes. 
That’s what doctors’ widows ought to do—Suttee. Like 
the Hindoos. 

PENELOPE: Burn themselves alive at their husbands’ deathr 

Dicxiz: You’ve hit it. Suttee. That’s the word. 

PENELOPE: But, darling, I should hate to grace your funeral 
by making a bonfire of myself. 

Dicxiz; Oh, you have no affection for me. 
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PENELOPE: Lots, but that’s asking a great deal, isn’t it? 


Dicxiz: No, you don’t care for me as much as you used to. 
You’re quite different. I’ve noticed lots of things. 

PENELOPE: [With a rapid glance at bim, but keeping her chaffing 
manner.| Oh, nonsense. 

Dickie: You’ve changed lately. You never come down to 
see me off in the morning, and you don’t ask me at 
what time I’m coming back. You always used to sit on 
the arm of my chair after breakfast when I was smoking 
my pipe and reading the paper. 

PENELOPE: You must have hated it, didn’t you? 

Dickie: Of course I hated it, but it showed you were fond 
of me, and now that you don’t do it any more I miss it. 

[PEYTON comes in, followed by Mrs. FERGUSSON, and 
withdraws. 

Peyton: Mrs. Fergusson. 

[Dickie gives a slight start, and shows faint signs oJ 
annoyance. He cannot make out what Mrs. Fer- 
GUSSON has come for. 

Mrs. FerGusson: The maid told me you were here, so I 
asked her to show me straight in. I hope you don’t 
mind. 

PENELOPE: Of course not. We’re delighted to see you any- 
where. Won’t you have some tea? 

Mrs. FERGussoNn: No, thank you. The fact is, Pve come to 
see Dr. O’Farrell professionally. 

PENELOPE: You’re not ill? 

Mrs. FerGusson: I’ve not been very well lately, and I 
thought I'd like to see a doctor. [To Dicx1z.] Will you 
treat me? 

Dickie: Pll do anything I can for you. 

Mrs. FeRGusson: But it must be really a professional visit. 
You know, I want to pay. 
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PENELOPE: Oh, nonsense, Dickie couldn’t dream of accepting 
money from one of my friends. 

Mrs. Fercusson: No, I’ve got the strictest principles on 
that point. I think it’s too bad of people to want a doctor 
to treat them for nothing. I really insist on paying the 
usual fee. 

Dickie: Oh, well, we'll discuss that later. 

PENELOPE: I’ll leave you alone, shall I? 

Mrs. Fercusson: Do you mind, dear? It makes me a little 
uncomfortable to discuss my symptoms before a third 
party. 

PENELOPE: Of course. 

Mrs. Fercusson: We shall only be five minutes. 

PENELOPE: I warn you that Dickie’s medicines are perfectly 
beastly. 

[She goes ont. 

Dickie: I’m sorry you’re seedy. You were all right 
yesterday. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Laughing.] I’ve never been better in my 
life, thank you. [Dick is rather taken aback.| 'That’s the 
advantage of you being a doctor. When I want to see 
you alone I can do it under your wife’s very nose. 
Don’t you think it was rather ingenious? 

Dickie: [Dryly.] Very. [She gives a little laugh. She gets up and 
steps cautiously to the door, and suddenly flings it open.| What 
on earth are you doing? 

Mrs. Fercusson: I wanted to see if Penelope was listening. 


Dickig: [Rather sharply.| Of course she wasn’t listening. 
That’s about the last thing she’d do. 


Mrs. FerGusson: Oh, my dear, don’t get in a temper about 
it. Lots of women do listen, you know. 

Dickie: Do they? I haven’t had the pleasure of meeting 
them. - 
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Mrs. FerGusson: Fiddle. 

Dickie: Then will you tell me in what way I can be of use 
to you? 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Good-humouredly.] Certainly not, if you 
ask me as crossly as that. You may kiss my hand. [He 
does so.] That’s right. Still cross? 

Dickie: No. 

Mrs, Fercusson: Do you love me as much as ever? 

Dicxiz: Yes. 

Mrs. FERGussON: You wouldn’t say no if you didn’t, would 
you? 

Dickie: No. 

Mrs. FeRGusson: Brute! 

Dickie: [Rather impatiently.] I say, what on earth have you 
come for? 

Mrs. FERGUSSON: You are nice to me to-day. 

Dickie: Well, when I left you yesterday we fixed up every- 


thing. I gave you your ticket, and I wrote down the 
time the train started. 


Mrs. FerGusson: Well, for one thing I wanted to see 
Penelope. 


Dicxiz: Why? 

Mrs. Fercusson: It amuses me to see her simplicity. I get 
a lot of pleasure in looking at her and thinking how 
little she suspects what is going on under her very 
nose. She’s the most trusting person I ever met in my 
life. 

Dickie: If you want to know anything, it makes me feel 
devilish uncomfortable. 


Mrs. Fercusson: My poor, dear boy, what are you talking 
about? 


Dicxm: It wouldn’t be so bad if we had to take any pre- 
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cautions. But she trusts us absolutely. Why, she’s 
always throwing us together. It never enters her head 
that there can be the least reason for suspicion. It’s like 
knocking a man down who can’t defend himself. 

Mrs. FERGusson: I suppose that means that you no longer 
love me? | 

Dicxiz: Of course I love you. Good heavens, I’ve told you 
so till I’m blue in the face. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Oh, no, you no longer love me. Men only 
begin to have scruples when they stop caring for 
you. [Dickie gives a sigh of resignation. This is not the 
Jirst scene he has had to put up with. Pve sacrificed every- 
thing for your sake. And now you insult me. And 
when I think of my poor husband bravely serving his 
country in a foreign land! Oh, it’s cruel, cruell 

Dicxiz: But I’ve only said it made me feel low down to 
treat Penelope badly. 

Mrs. Fercusson: You don’t think of my feelings. You 
don’t think how I feel. What about my husband? 

Dicxiz: Well, you see I don’t happen to know your husband, 
and I do know my wife. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Don’t be so stupid. Of course you know 
your wife. 

Dickie: That’s why I don’t like behaving like an utter cad. 

Mrs. FerGusson: If you really loved me you would think 
of nothing but me, nothing, nothing, nothing. 


[She puts her handkerchief to her eyes. 


Dickie: Oh, I say, don’t cry. 


Mrs. FerGusson: I shall cry. I’ve never been treated like 
this before. If you don’t love me any more, why don’t 
you say so? 


Dicxiz: Yes, I do love you. But... 
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Mrs. FerGcusson: But what? 

Dickie: [Nervously.| Well—er—I think it would be much 
better if we—put the trip to Paris off for a bit. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Gasping with anger.| Oh! Oh! Ohl 


Dickie: Penelope’s so blindly confident. 


Mrs. Fercusson: I'll never speak to you again. I wish I 
had never met you. Oh, how can you insult me like 
this! [She begins to sob. 


Dicxt1z: Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! I say, don’t cry. I didn’t 
mean to be horrid. I’m awfully sorry. 
[He tries to take away her hands from her face. 
Mrs. Fercusson: Don’t touch me. Don’t come near me. 


Dick: I'll do anything you like if you won’t cry. I say, 
just think if Penelope came in. I was only thinking of 
the risk to you. Of course, there’s nothing I’d like so 
much as a jaunt over the Channel. 


Mrs. Fercusson: Is that true? 
Dickie: Yes. 
Mrs. Fercusson: Do you really want me to come? 
Dicxig: Of course I do, if you don’t mind the risk. 
Mrs. Fercusson: [ With a smile.| Oh, Pl make that all right. 
Dicxiz: Why, what are you going to do? 
Mrs, Fercusson: Wait a minute or two and you'll see. 

[She is perfectly composed again, and in high good-humour. 
Dickie: We might tell Penelope that we’re ready. 


Mrs. Fercusson: Vety well. [As Dickie goes to the door.] 
Oh, I quite forgot. I’ve simply got a head like a sieve. 

Dicxrze: What’s the matter? 

Mrs. Fercusson: Well, I almost forgot the very thing I 
came to see you about. And all through you making a 
scene. 
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Dicxre: Did I make a scene? I wasn’t aware of it. 

Mrs. Fercusson: I want to ask you something. You won’t 
be angry, will you? 

Dickie: I shouldn’t think so. 


Mrs. Fercusson: Of course it’s nothing very important 
really, but it’s just a little awkward to ask. 


DicxiE: Oh, nonsense. Of course I'll do anything I can. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Well, a friend of mine on the Stock 
Exchange gave me a splendid tip, and... . 

Dicks: It hasn’t come off. I know those splendid tips. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Oh, but it’s bound to be all right, only 


there are some differences to pay. I don’t quite under- 
stand what it all means, but Solly Abrahams . 


Dickie: [Interrupting.] Is that your friend on the Stock 
Exchanger 
Mrs, FeRGussoN: Yes, why? 


Dickie: Oh, nothing. Good old Scotch name, that’s all. 


Mrs. FERGuSSON: Solly says I must send him a cheque for a 
hundred and eighty pounds. 


[Dickze gives a slight start, and his face falls. 


Mrs. Fercusson: And it’s just a little awkward for me to 
pay that just now. You see my income is always paid 
me half-yearly, and I really haven’t got a hundred and 
eighty pounds in the bank. I never borrow— it’s a thing 
I can’t bear—and I felt the only person I could come 
to now was you. 

Dicxtz: I’m sure that’s awfully nice of you, not to say 
flattering. 

Mrs. Fercusson: I knew you’d give it me at once, and, of 
course, I’ll pay you back out of my profits. 


DicxktE: Oh, that’s very good of you. I'll see what I can do. 
Mrs. FErGusson: Would it be too much trouble if I asked 
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you to write out a cheque now? It'll be such a weight 
off my mind. 
Dickie: Of course. Ill be only too glad. By the way, what 
are the shares called? 
[He sits down at his desk and writes a cheque. 


Mrs. Fercusson: Oh, it’s a gold mine. It’s called the 
Johannesburg and New Jerusalem. 

Dicxiz: The name inspires confidence. 

[He gives her the cheque. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Thanks so much. It’s awfully good of 
you. Now just write out a little prescription so as to 
have something to show Penelope. 

Dickie: You forget nothing. 

[He writes. 

Mrs, Fercusson: And I must give you a fee. 

Dickie: Oh, I wouldn’t bother about that. 

Mrs, Fercusson: Oh yes, I insist. Besides, it makes it look 
so much more probable. 

[She looks in ber purse. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Oh, how stupid of me! I’ve only got a 
two-shilling bit in my purse. You don’t happen to have 
a couple of sovereigns on you. 

Dicxiz: Oh, yes, I think I have. The only money I’ve 
earned to-day. 

[He takes them out of his pocket and gives them to Mrs. 
FerGusson. She puts them on the desk with a two- 
Shilling piece. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Thank you. ... There. That looks a 
most imposing fee. You must leave it on there for 
Penelope to see. 

Drcxtz: Shall I call her? 

Mrs. Fercusson: I will. [She goes to the door and calls.] 
Penelope, we’ve quite done. 
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Dickie: [Hearing voices upstairs.] Hulloa, there’s our Uncle 
Davenport. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Oh, I met him in the park the other day. 
He made himself so pleasant. He asked me if I was a 
Fergusson of Glengary. I didn’t know what he meant, 
but I said I was, and he seemed so pleased. 

Dicxiz: You'd better not let him know you were a Miss 
Jones or he’ll have a fit. 

Mrs. FERGussON: Oh, I shall tell him I’m a Jones of Llan- 
dudno. I think that sounds rather smart. 

Dicxtz: You have what one might politely describe as a 
remarkable power of invention. 

Mrs. FerGusson: I don’t know about that, but I am a 
womanly woman, and that’s why men like me. 

[PENELOPE and BARLOW come in. 

Bartow: Ah, Mrs. Fergusson, this is a delightful surprise. 

Mrs. FeERGussON: You wicked, wicked man, Iamtoldyou’re 
such a rake. 

PENELOPE: Uncle Davenport? 

Bariow: [Delighted.| Ah, ah. Tales out of school, Mrs. 
Fergusson. 

Mrs. Fercusson: If I’d known what a reputation you had 
I wouldn’t have let you talk to me for half an hour in the 
park. 

Bar.ow: [Babbling over with delight.| Oh, you mustn’t listen 
to all you hear. A man who goes out as much as I do 
is sure to get talked about. Our world is so small and 
so censorious. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Dr. O’Farrell has been writing a prescrip- 
tion for me. I haven’t been very well lately. 

BarLow: Oh, I’m very sorry to hear that. You look the 
picture of health and extremely handsome. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Oh, you horrid cruel thing! I wanted you 
to sympathise with me and tell me how ill I looked. 
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BarLow: If you will allow me to call on you I can promise 
to sympathise with you, but I’m afraid I shall never be 
able to tell you that you look anything but charming. 

Mrs. FERGUSSON: That’s too nice of you. You must come 
and see me the moment I get back from Paris. 


[DICKIE gives a start. 


PENELOPE: Are you going to Paris? 

Mrs. FerGusson: I came on purpose to tell you. Really, 
I’ve got a head like a sieve. Poor Mrs. Mack has asked 
me if I would go as far as Paris with her. A most un- 
fortunate thing has happened. Her maid’s mother has 
suddenly died, and the poor thing naturally wants to go 
to the funeral. And so. . 

PENELOPE: Mrs. Mack has asked youto goin her maid’s place? 

Mrs. FERGuSSON: Only for two days, of course. Now, I want 
to know, dear, tell me honestly, do you mind? 

PENELOPE: I? 

Mrs. FERGUSSON: Some women are so funny. I thought you 
mightn’t like the idea of my going with Dr. O'Farrell 
as far as Paris, and, of course, we shall be travelling back 
together. 

PENELOPE: What nonsense! Of course, I’m only too glad. 
It’?ll be so nice for Dickie to have some one to travel 
with. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Then that settles it. [like to do everything 
above board, you know. 

Bar.ow: [Seeing the guineas on the desk.] I see you’ve been 
raking in the shekels, Dickie. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Oh, that’s my fee. I insisted on paying a 
fee—I particularly want you to know that, Penelope— 
I’m so scrupulous about that sort of thing. 

PENELOPE: Oh, but Dickie can’t accept it. [To Dicx1e] You 
are a grasping old thing! 

Drcxte: I’m sure I didn’t want the money. 
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PENELOPE: You really must take it back, Ada. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Putting up a defensive hand.] No, I couldn’t 
really. It’s one of my principles. 

PENELOPE: I know your principles are excellent, but I really 
shouldn’t like Dickie to accept a fee for seeing my 
greatest friend. 

[PENELOPE fakes up the money and gives it to Mrs. 
FERGUSSON. 

Mrs. FeERGusson: Oh, well, of course, if you take itlike that, 
I don’t know what to do. 

PENELOPE: Put it in your purse and say no more about it. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Oh, it’s too good of you. 


[She puts it in her purse. Dicxie’s face falls as he sees 
his own money disappearing. 


Mrs. Fercusson: And now I must really fly. [Holding out 
her hand to Bartow.] Good-bye. Don’t forget to come 
and see me, but, remember, I shall expect to hear all 
about that little ballet-girl. 

Barow: [Delighted to be thought so gay.| You mustn’t ask me 
to be indiscreet. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [To PENELOPE.}] Good-bye, dear. 

PENELOPE: Ill come to the door with you. 

[PENELOPE and MRS. FERGUSSON Zo ons. 


Dicxix: [Going to the telephone.| 1 don’t believe you’ve ever 
known a ballet-girl in your life. 


Bartow: No, but it pleases women of our class tothink one 
is hand and glove with persons of that profession. 


Dickie: Central 1234. If they only knew that nine ballet- 
girls out of ten go home every night to their children 
and a husband in the suburbs! I] just want to ring up 
my broker. Is that you, Robertson? I say, d’you know 
anything about a mine called the Johannesburg and New 
Jerusalem? Rotten? I thought as much. That’s all, 
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thank you. [He puts on the receiver—to himself, acidly.| A 
hundred and eighty pounds gone bang. 

Bartow: Look here, Dickie, now that you have a moment 
to spare you might give me a little professional advice. 
Of course, I shan’t pay you. 

Dickie: Good Lord! I might as well be a hospital. I’m 
not even supported by voluntary contributions. 

Barrow: The fact is, I’ve noticed lately that I’m not so thin 
as I was. 

Dickie: It can’t have required great perspicacity to notice 
that. 

Bartow: I’m not asking you for repartee, Dickie, but 
advice. 

Dicxiz: You don’t want to bother about a figure at your 
time of life. 

Bartow: To tell you the truth, I have an inkling that I’ve 
made something of an impression on a very charming 
lady ... 

Dickie: [Interrupting] Take my advice and marry her quickly 
before the impression wears off. 

BARLOW: Strange as it may appear to you, she’s a married 
woman. 


Dicxie: Then don’t hesitate—do a bolt. 
Bartow: What do you mean, Dickie? 


Dicxiz: My dear Uncle Davenport, I’m young enough to 
be your son; philandering with a married woman is the 
most exaggerated form of amusement that’s ever been 
invented. Take carel That’s all I say. Take carel 


Bartow: Why? 


Dickie: She'll bind you hand and foot, and put a halter 
round your neck and lead you about by it. She’ll ask 
you ten times a day if you love her, and each time you 
get up to go away she’ll make a scene to force you to 
stay longer. Each time you put on your hat she'll pin” 
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you down to the exact hour of your next Wate, 


Bartow: But all women do that. It only show’ -s that they 
like you. 

Dicxig: Yes, I suppose all women do that—excep “ot Pen. 
Pen never bothers. She never asks you if you love het. 
She never keeps you when you want to get away. She 
never insists on knowing all your movements. And 
when you leave her she never asks that fatal, fiendish 
question, at what time will you be back? 

Bartow: Well, my boy, if my wife were as indifferent to 
me as that, I should ask myself who the other feller was. 

Dickie: What the dickens do you mean by that? 

Bartow: My dear Dickie, it’s woman’s nature to be exacting. 
If she’s in love with you she’s always a nuisance, and a 
very charming nuisance too, to my mind. I like it. 

Dicxiz: You are not suggesting that Penelope .. . 

Bartow: Now, my dear boy, I didn’t come to talk to you 
about Penelope, but about my own health. 

Dickie: [Impatiently.| Oh, you’ve got chronic adiposity. 
That’s all that’s the matter with you. 

Bartow: Good gracious me, that sounds very alarming. 
And what shall I do for it? 

Dickie: [Savagely, very quickly.| Give up wines, spirits and 
liqueurs, bread, butter, milk, cream, sugar, potatoes, 
carrots, cauliflowers, peas, turnips, rice, sago, tapioca, 
macaroni, jam, honey, and marmalade. 

BARLOW: But that’s not treatment, that’s homicide! 

Dicks: [Taking no notice.|] Put on a sweater and run round 
the park every morning before breakfast. Let’s have a 
look at your liver. 

Bartow: But, my dear Dickie... 

Dicxrz: Lie down on that sofa. Now don’t make a fuss 
about it. I’m not going to kill you. [Bartow “es down.] 
Put your knees up. 
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Bartow: [As Dickie feels bis liver.] She’s a fine, dashing 
woman. There’s no doubt about that. 
Dicxtz: Let yourself go quite loose. Who’s a fine, dashing 
woman? 
Barrow: Mrs. Fergusson. 
[Dickie starts. He gives BaARLow a /ook, and then 
walks away, open-mouthed. 
Bartow: Dickie, Dickie. 
[Much alarmed he gets off the sofa. 


Bar.ow: Is my liver very wrong? 

Dickie: [Completely abstracted.\ It’s in a beastly state. I 
thought it would be. 

Bartow: [In tragic tones.| Richard, tell me the worst at once. 

Dickie: [Impatiently.] Don’t be such an old donkey. Your 
liver’s as right as mine is. There’s nothing the matter 
with you except that you do yourself too well, and don’t 
take enough exercise. 

Bartow: [With unction.] I suppose one has to pay for being 
the most popular diner-out of one’s time. 

DicxtE: [Looking at him sharply. Is it on Mrs. Fergusson 
that you’ve made something of an impression? 

Bartow: [With great self-satisfaction.| My dear fellow, I am 
the last man to give a woman away. 

Dickie: Ah! 

BarLow: Between ourselves, Dickie, do you think Mrs. 
Fergusson would find it peculiar if I asked her to lunch 
with me é/e-4-té7e at the Carlton? 

Dicxte: Peculiar! She’d jump at it. 

Bartow: Do you think her husband would mind? 


Dicxig: Oh, her husband’s all right. He keeps on bravely 
serving his country in a foreign land. 


BaRLow: It shows that she has a nice nature, or she wouldn’t 
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have come to ask Penelope if she minded your going 
to Paris together. 


Dicx1z: Yes, she has a charming nature. . 
Bartow: Lucky dog, I wish I were going to Paris with her. 
Dicxzz: [Fervertly.] I wish you wete. 

Barow: Ha, ha. Well, well, I must be running away. I’m 
dining out as usual. These good duchesses, they will 
not leave me alone. Good-bye. 

[He goes out. Dickie walks up and down the room 
thinking. In a moment PENELOPE pats her head in. 

PENELOPE: I say, darling, oughtn’t you to be packing? 

Dicxiz: Come in and let’s smoke a cigarette together. 

PENELOPE: All right. 

[She sakes a cigarette, which he lights for her. 

PENELOPE: I hope you'll have a splendid time in Paris. 

[She sits down. 

Dickie: You never sit on the arm of my chair as you 
used to. 

PENELOPE: I’m horribly afraid I’m growing middle-aged. 
I’ve discovered how much more comfortable it is to 
have a chair of my own. 

Dickie: [Trying to hide a slight embarrassment.| Weren’t you 
rather surprised when Mrs. Fergusson told you she was 
going to Paris to-night? 

PENELOPE: Surprised? 


[PENELOPE gives a /ittle gurgle, tries to stifle it but 
cannot, then, giving way, bursts into peal upon peal 
of laughter. Dickie watches her mith increasing 
astonishment. 


Dickie: What on earth are you laughing ate 


PENELOPE: [Babbling over.] Darling, you must think me an 
old silly. Of course, I knew you were going together. 
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Dickie: [Thoroughly startled.] 1 don’t know what you’re 
talking about. 


PENELOPE: I have tried not to see anything, but you do make 
it so difficult. 

Dicxm: [Making up his mind to be very haughty.| Will you 
have the goodness to explain yourself. 

PENELOPE: My dear, of course I know all about it. 

Dickie: I entirely fail to gather your meaning. What do 
you know all about? 

PENELOPE: About you and Ada, silly. 

Dickie: [Very he Penelope, do you mean to say you 
suspect me of . 

PENELOPE: [With an er smile.| Darling! 

Dickie: [Suddenly alarmed.] What d’you know? 

PENELOPE: Everything. 

[He gives a gasp and looks at PENELOPE anxiously. 

PENELOPE: I’ve been so amused to watch you during the last 
two months. 

Dickie: Amused? 

PENELOPE: Upon my word, it’s been as good as a play. 

Dicxte: [Ouite at a loss.| Have you known all along? 


PENELOPE: My dear, didn’t you see that I did everything in 
the world to throw you together? 


Dicxre: But I assure you there’s not a word of truth in it. 

PENELOPE: [Good-humouredly.| Come, come, Dickiel 

Dicxiz: But why haven’t you said anything? 

PENELOPE: | thought it would only embarrass you. I didn’t 
mean to say anything to-day, but I couldn’t help laughing 
when you asked me if I was surprised. 

Dickig: Aren’t you angry? 

PENELOPE: Angry? What about? 


72 PENELOPE ACT lI 


Dickie: Aren’t you jealous? 

PENELOPE: Jealous? You must think me a little donkey. 

Dicxte: You took it as a matter of course? It amused your 
It was as good as a play? 

PENELOPE: Darling, we’ve been married for five years. It’s 
absurd to think there could be anything between us 
after all that time. 

DicxisE: Oh, is it? I wasn’t aware of that fact. 

PENELOPE: The whole thing seemed to me of no importance. 
I was pleased to think you were happy. 

Dicxte: [F/ying into a passion.] Well, I think it’s positively 
disgraceful, Penelope. 

PENELOPE: Oh, my dear, don’t exaggerate. It was a harmless 
peccadillo. 

Dicxie: I’m not talking of my behaviour, but of yours. 

PENELOPE: Mine? 

Dickie: Yes, scandalous I call it. 

PENELOPE: [Quite disappointed.| And I thought it was so 
tactful. 

Dicxtz: Tactful be blowed. You must be entirely devoid of 
any sense of decency. 

PENELOPE: My dear, I haven’t done anything. 

Dicxiz: That’s just it. You ought to have done something. 
You ought to have kicked up a row; you ought to have 
made scenes; you ought to have divorced me. But just 
to sit there and let it go on as if it were nothing at al! 


~ 
eee 


It’s too monstrous. , 


PENELOPE: I’m awfully sorry. If I’d known you wanted me 
to make a scene of course I would have, but really it 
didn’t seem worth making a fuss about. 


Dickie: I’ve never heard anything so callous, anything so 
cold-blooded, anything so cynical. 


PENELOPE: You are difficult to please. 
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Dicxzz: But don’t you realise that I’ve treated you 
abominably. 

PENELOPE: Oh, no, you’ve always been the best and most 
discreet of husbands. 

Dickie: No, I’ve been a bad husband. I’m man enough to 
acknowledge it. And I mean to turn over a new leaf, 
Penelope; I will give Ada up. I promise you never to 
see her again. 

PENELOPE: Darling, why should you cause her needless pain? 
After all, she’s an old friend of mine. I think the least 
I can expect is that you should treat her nicely. 

Dicxiz: D’you mean to say you want it to go on? 

PENELOPE: It’s an arrangement that suits us all three. It 
amuses you, Ada has some one to take her about, and 
I get a lot of new frocks. 

Dickie: Frocks? 

PENELOPE: Yes, you see, I’ve been consoling my aching heart 
by replenishing my wardrobe. 

Dickie: So you’re willing to sacrifice our whole happiness 
to your frocks. Oh, Pve cherished a viper in my 
bosom. I may have acted like a perfect beast, but, 
hang it all, I do know what’s right and wrong. I have 
a moral sense. 

PENELOPE: It seems to have displaced your sense of humour. 

Dicxiz: Do you know that all these weeks I’ve been 
tortured with remorse? I’ve told myself every day that I 
was treating you shamefully, I’ve not had a moment’s 
happiness. I’ve lived on a perfect rack. 

PENELOPE: It doesn’t seem to have had any serious effect on 
your health. 

Dicxiz: And here have you been laughing up your sleeve 
allthe time. It can’t go on. 

PENELOPE: Upon my word, I don’t see why not? 


Dicxiz: We’ve been mistaken in one another. I’m not the 
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man to stand such a position with indifference. And I’ve 
been mistaken in you, Penelope. I thought you cared 
for me. 

PENELOPE: I dote upon you. 

Dickie: That’s a jolly nice way of showing it. 

PENELOPE: That’s just what I thought it was. 

Dicxiz: You’ve outraged all my better nature. 

PENELOPE: Then what do you propose to do? 

Dicxiz: I’m going to do the only possible thing. Separate. 

PENELOPE: [Hearing voices in the hall.| Here are papa and 
mamma. They said they were coming back. 

Dicxiz: I hope they'll never find out what a wicked, cruel 
woman you ate. It would send down their grey hairs 
in sorrow to the grave. 

PENELOPE: But, my dear, they know all about it. 

Dicxiz: What! Is there any one who doesn’t know? 

PENELOPE: We didn’t tell Uncle Davenport. He’s such a 
man of the world, he has no sense of humour. 

[PEYTON comes in to announce the GOLIGHTLYS, +hen goes 
out. 

PeYTON: Professor and Mrs. Golightly. 

[The GOLIGHTLYS come in. 

PENELOPE: [Kissing Mrs. GOLIGHTLY.] Well, mother . . 
Papa, Dickie wants to separate from me because I won't 
divorce him. 

GOLIGHTLY: That doesn’t sound very logical. 

Mrs. Go.icurty: What has happened? 

PENELOPE: Nothing’s happened. I can’t make out why 
Dickie’s so cross. 

Dickie: [Indignantly.| Nothing! 

PENELOPE: I didn’t mean to say anything about it, but 
Dickie found out that we knew all about his little love 
affair. 
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GOLIGHTLY: My dear, how tactless of you! A man likes to 
keep those things from his wife. 


Dickie: And d’you know the attitude Penelope takes up? 

GoLiGuTLy: She hasn’t been making a scene? 

Dicxte: That’s just it. Any woman of feeling would make 
ascene. There must be something radically wrong about 
her, or she would have wept and stamped and torn her 
hair. 

GoLicHtTLy: [Mi/dly.] Oh, my dear boy, don’t you exaggerate 
the enormity of your offence? 

Dicxiz: There are no excuses for me. 


GOLIGHTLY: It wasa mere trifle. It would show a lamentable 
want of humour in Penelope if she took it seriously. 


DickiE: D’you mean to say you agree with her? 
GOLIGHTLY: My dear fellow, we’re in the twentieth century. 


Dicxiz: Oh! Mrs. Golightly, you spend your time in 
converting the heathen. Don’t you think your own 
family needs some of your attention? 


[PENELOPE, anseen by Dickxin, makes a face at MRs. 
GOLIGHTLY #0 induce her to keep up the scene. 


Mrs. GouicutLy: A long acquaintance with savage races 
has led me to the conclusion that man is naturally a 
polygamous animal. 


Dicxiz: My brain reels. 


Mrs. Gouricutty: I confess I was relieved to hear it was a 
married woman. It seems to make it so much more 
respectable. 


Dicxiz: It appears to me I’m the only moral man here. 


PENELOPE: Dickie, darling, J haven’t been having an affair 
with the policeman. 


Dickie: I wish you had. I wouldn’t have treated you like 
this. 
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PENELOPE: I thought of it, but I didn’t like the colour of his 
moustache. 

Dicxtz: I know I’m to blame. I’ve behaved like a perfect 
brute. 

PENELOPE: Oh, nonsense. 

Dickie: Don’t contradict, Penelope. [I’m thoroughly 
ashamed of myself. 

GOLIGHTLY: Come, come! 

Dickie: I repeat, there are no excuses for me. 

Mrs. GoutGutty: Poor fellow, he seems quite cut up. 


Drcxrz: I haven’t a leg to stand on, but, by Jove, I’ve got 
a moral sense, and I tell you all that I’m simply outraged. 
You’re overthrowing the foundations of society. What- 
ever I’ve done, I’ve got more respect for the sanctity of 
the home and the decencies of family life than all of you 
put together. 


[He flings towards the door, stops, and turns round to shake 
his fist at them. 
Dickie: A moral sense. That’s what I’ve got. 
[He goes out, slamming the door behind him. 


PENELOPE: [W42th a /augh.| Poor darling. 

GOLuIGHTLy: What on earth made you blurt it all out? 

PENELOPE: She came here to-day, and I saw that he was sick 
to death of her. ... Mamma, you behaved like a 
heroine of romance. 

Mrs. GouiGcutTty: I shall never forgive myself for the 
dreadful things you’ve made me say. 

PENELOPE: Oh, yes, you will, mother. Fast an extra day all 
through next Lent. It’ll be equally good for your soul 
and for your figure. 

Mrs. GOLiIGHTLy: Penelope! 

PENELOPE: [To GOLIGHTLY.] I suddenly felt the moment had 
come. 
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GOLIGHTLY: Take care. 

[Dickte bursts violently into the room. 

Dickie: I say, what are these two confounded women doing 
in the hall. 

PENELOPE: What women? Oh,I know. . . . [She goes to the 
door.| Please come in. They’re from Francoise. The 
Modiste. [The girls come in, laden with hat boxes. 

PENELOPE: You told me I might get a hat or two to console 
myself for your trip to Paris. 

GOLIGHTLy: Very nice of you, Dickie. That shows you 
haven’t a selfish nature. 

[PENELOPE makes another face at her mother. 

Mrs. GoLicurty: You’ve never given mea free hand to buy 
hats, Charles. 

GOLIGHTLY: On the other hand, I’ve never taken little 
jaunts to Paris without you, my dear. 

Mrs. GoLiGHTLy: Some women are so lucky in their hus- 
bands. 

[Meanwhile the girls have been taking hats out, and 
PENELOPE puts one on. She is perfectly delighted. 

PENELOPE: Oh, isn’t this a dream? [Looking at the other.| Ohl 
oh! Did you ever see anything so lovely? Dickie, you 
area dear. I’m so glad you’re going to Paris. 

Dickie: [Fariously.] ?'m not going to Paris. 

PENELOPE: What! 

Dickie: Take all these hats away. 

PENELOPE: But Mrs. Mack? 

Dicxiz: Mrs. Mack can go to the devil. 

[He seizes the telephone. 

Dickie: Hulloa, hulloa. Gerrard 1234. Tell Mrs. Fergusson 
that Mrs. Mack has had a relapse, and will not be able to 
go to Paris to-night. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


THE THIRD ACT 


SCENE: PENELOPE’s boudoir. It is an attractive room, furnished 
with bright-coloured chintzes, and gay with autumn flowers and 
great bunches of leaves. There is a large looking-glass. It is a 
room to live in, and there are books and magazines scattered 
about. Photographs of DicKte in every imaginable attitude. 

PENELOPE, in a ravishing costume, is alone, standing in the middle of 
the room. She looks at herself in the glass and turns right round, 
smiling with satisfaction. She preens herself. Suddenly she sees 
something she does not quite like; she frowns a little, then she 
makes a face at herself, solemnly and elaborately curtsies, and 
gaily throws herself a kiss. 


PEYTON comes in, followed by the GOLIGHTLYS. 
Peyton: Professor and Mrs. Golightly. 
PENELOPE: [Stretching out her arms.| Oh, my sainted mother! 


Mrs. GoLicut Ly: [Ot of breath.) Y’ve never climbed up so 
many stairs in my life. 


PENELOPE: I told Peyton to bring you up here so that no one 
should come and bother us. [With a dramatic gesture.] 
My noble father! 


GOLIGHTLY: My chiyld! 
Mrs. GouiGHTtity: Don’t be ridiculous, Pen. 


PENELOPE: Sit down, mamma, and get your breath back, 
because I’m just going to take it away again. 


Mrs. GouiGutTiy: It sounds hardly worth while. 

PENELOPE: Dickie adores me. 

Mrs. GouicuT ty: Is that all? 

PENELOPE: But it’s the most surprising, exquisite, wonderful 
78 
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thing in the world, and I’m in the seventh heaven of 
delight. 

GOLIGHTLY: But has he told you so? 

PENELOPE: Oh, no, we’re not on speaking terms at present. 

Gourcutiy: Ah, I suppose you express your mutual 
affection in dumb show. 

PENELOPE: He went out immediately after you left last night, 
and didn’t come home till past twelve. I heard him stop 
at my door, so I huddled myself under the bed-clothes 
and pretended to be fast asleep, but I just let my hand 
drop carelessly over one side of the bed. Then he gave a 
tiny little knock, and as I didn’t answer he came in, and 
he crept up on tip-toe, and he looked at me as if—as if 
he’d like to eat me up. 

Go.icuTLy: Penelope, you’re romancing. How on earth 
could you know that? 

PENELOPE: [Pasting her finger at the back of her head.| Isawhim 
through the back of my head—there. And then he bent 
down and just touched my hand with his lips. [Showing 
her hand to GOLIGHTLY.] Look, that’s where he kissed it 
—just on the knuckle. 

GOLIGHTLY: [Gravely looking at her hand.| It seems to have left 
no mark. 

PENELOPE: Don’t be silly. And then he crept softly out 
again, and I had the first really good sleep I’ve had for a 
month. And this morning I had my breakfast in bed, 
and when I got up he’d gone out. 


Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: You haven’t seen him to-day at all? 
PENELOPE: No, he didn’t come in to luncheon. 
Mrs. Gouicutrity: Well, Charles, I’m grateful that you 


never showed your passion for me by keeping systematic- 
ally out of my way. 


PENELOPE: But, my dear, it’s so simple. Of course, he’s ina 
dreadful temper. I’ve made him feel a perfect fool, and 
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he hates it. But, good heavens! after five years I know 
how to deal with him when I’ve hurt his pride. [ll just 
give him a chance of saving his face, and then we'll fall 
into one another’s arms and be happy ever afterwards. 
[Go1riGHTLy, who has been sitting near a table, draws a 
sheet of paper towards him and begins meditatively to 
write. 

Mrs. GouiGutty: But, darling, don’t waste the precious 
hours, do it at once. 

PENELOPE: No, I’m wiser than that. I’m not going to do 
anything till Ada Fergusson is quite disposed of. 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: Has anything been seen of her? 

PENELOPE: No, but I expect her here every minute. 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: [W/7#h a gasp.] Here? 

PENELOPE: She rang up last night and spoke [smitating a 
man’s tones| in a deep voice, like this, so that I shouldn’t 
recognise her. She asked if Dickie was at home, and I 
said he wasn’t. [Imitating the man’s voice again.] Will you 
ask him to ring up Mrs. Mack as soon as he comes backe 
Oh! I said, I think he’s been at Mrs. Mack’s all the 
evening, and I rang off quickly. And this morning I just 
took the receiver off, and I think by now Ada must be in 
a pretty temper. 

[She catches sight of GOLIGHTLY and goes up to look at 
what he is writing. 

PENELOPE: [Tapping the table sharply with her open hand.) Two 
and two don’t make five, father. 

GouiGuHtT Ly: I never said they did, darling. 

PENELOPE: Then why are you writing it down? 

GOLIGHTLY: You seem to think they do, my dear; and I have 
the highest respect for your intelligence. 

PENELOPE: Mamma, if you thought it absolutely necessary to 
provide a father for your offspring, I wish you had 
chosen one who wasn’t quite so irritating. 
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[GoLIGHTLy does not answer, but quietly adds two and 
two together. PENELOPE watches him for a moment. 
Penevore: D’you think I’m a perfect fool, father? 
GOLIGHTLY: Yes, my dear. 
PENELOPE: Why? 
GouicHtLy: You’re preparing for Dickie once more an 
uninterrupted diet of strawberry ices. 


[PENELOPE goes up to her father and sits down opposite to 
him. She takes the pencil out of his hand. 


PENELOPE: Put that down, father, and tell me what you’re 
talking about. 

GOLIGHTLY: [Joining his hands and leaning back in his chair.] 
How are you going to keep your husband’s love now you 
have got it back? 

PENELOPE: [With a nod and a smile.| ’m never going to bore 
him with demonstrations of affection. I’m never going 
to ask him if he loves me. And when he goes out ’m 
never going to inquire at what time he’ll be back. 

GOLIGHTLY: [Ca/w/ly.} And what will you do whenthe next 
pretty little grass-widow throws herself at his head? 

PENELOPE: [Rather outraged at the mere thought.| I hope he'll 
duck and dodge her. 

GoLiGHTLy: [With a deprecating shrug of the shoulders.| Your 
mother, from her unrivalled knowledge of heathen 
races, has told you that man is naturally a polygamous 
animal. 

Mrs. Gouicutty: I shall never forgive myself. 

PENELOPE: Do you mean to say I’m to expect Dickie to have 
flirtations with half a dozen different women? 

Go.icutty: I only see one way to avoid it. 

PENELOPE: And what is that? 

GOLIGHTLY: Be half a dozen different women yourself. 

PENELOPE: It sounds dreadfully exhausting. 
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GoLiGHtTLy: Remember that man is by nature a hunter. But 
how the dickens can he pursue if you’re always flinging 
yourself in his arms? Even the barndoor hen gives her 
lawful mate a run for his money. 


[PENELOPE /ooks from her father to her mother. She gives 
a little sigh. 


PENELOPE: It was so easy for me to love, honour and obey 
him, and so delightful. It never struck me that I ought to 
keep watch over my feelings. 

GouicHtty: We all strive for happiness, but what would 
happiness be if it clung to us like a poor relation? 

PENELOPE: [Nodding her head.| Strawberry ice for breakfast, 
strawberry ice for luncheon, and strawberry ice for tea. 

Go.Licutty: Put a Rembrandt on your walls, and in a week 
you'll pass it without a glance. 

PENELOPE: [Pasting ont deprecating hands.| Papa, don’t batter 
me with metaphors. 

Gouicut Ly: [With a smile.| Well, you made your love too 
cheap, my dear. You should have let your husband beg 
for it, and you made it a drug in the market. Dole out 
your riches. Make yourself a fortress that must be 
freshly stormed each day. Let him never know that he 
has all your heart. He must think always that at the 
bottom of your soul there is a jewel of great price that is 
beyond his reach. 

PENELOPE: Do you mean to say that I must be always on my 
guard? 


GOLIGHTLY: A wise woman never lets her husband be quite, 
quite sure of her. The moment he is—[wsth a shrug of the 
shoulders|\—-Cupid puts on a top-hat and becomes a 
churchwarden, 


PENELOPE: [Huskily.] D’you think it’s worth all that? 
GOLIGHTLY: That is a question only you can answer. 
PENELOPE: I suppose you mean it depends on how much I 
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love Dickie. [.A pause. Tremulously.| I love him with all 
my heart, and if I can keep his love everything is worth 
while. [She rests her face on ber hands, and looks straight in 
front of her. Her voice is filled with tears.) But, oh, father, 
why can’t we go back to the beginning when we loved 
one another without a thought of wisdom or prudence? 
That was the real love. Why couldn’t it last? 

Go.icutty: [Tenderly.| Because you and Dickieare manand 
woman, my dear. 

PENELOPE: [With a flash of her old spirit.| But my friends have 
husbands, and they don’t philander with every pretty 
woman they meet. 

GouIcGHTLy: Scylla and Charybdis. The price they pay is 
satiety. Would you rather have the placid indifference of 
nine couples out of ten, or at the cost of a little trouble 
and a little common sense keep Dickie loving you 
passionately to the end of his days? 

PENELOPE: [With a roguish twinkle.) Youand mamma show no 
signs of being bored to death with one another. 

GOLIGHTLy: Your sainted mother has been systematically 
unfaithful to me for twenty years. 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: Charles! 

GouicHTtLty: She has had an affair with the Additional 
Curates’ Society, and an intrigue with the English 
Church Mission. She has flirted with Christian Science, 
made eyes at Homeopathy, and her relations with 
vegetarianism have left a distinct mark on her figure. 
How could I help adoring a woman so depraved? 

Mrs. GoLiGHtty: [Good-bumouredly.| It’s monstrous of you to 
reproach me, Charles, when you have conducted for 
years a harem of algebraical symbols. 

PENELOPE: [Lifting up her hands in mock horror.| And to think 
that I never knew how immoral my parents werel 

GoLicHtty: [Patting his wife’s hand.| I think we must be the 
lucky ones, dear. We've been married for twenty years. 
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PENELOPE: [Interrupting.] Make it a quarter of a century, 
father. I really can’t pass for less than twenty-four. 

GOLIGHTLy: [To fis wife.] And we seem to have got on pretty 
well, don’t we? 

Mrs, GoLiGHtty: [Affectionately.] You’ve been very goodto 
me, Charles, dear. 

Go.icHtLy: We’ve clomb the hill together... . 

PENELOPE: Sh! sh! sh! I cannot allow my parents to flirt in 
my presence. I never heard of such a thing. 

GOLIGHTLY: We tender our apologies. 

PENELOPE: [Hearing a sound.| Listen. There’s Dickie. Father, 
quickly—what must I do to make him love me always? 

GOLIGHTLY: In two words, lead him a devil of a life. 

PENELOPE: [Ruefully.] If you only knew how! want to fly into 
his arms and forget the wretched past! 

Go.tcutLy: Don’t, but tell him you’re going for a motor 
trip. 

PENELOPE: [Her face falling.] Supposing he lets me go? 

GoxicHtLy: My dear, a merciful providence has given you 
roguish eyes and a sharp tongue. Make use of them. 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: Charles, I shall be thankful when you 
return to your mathematics. The morals of that hussy X 
are already so bad that you can’t make ¢hem much 
worse. 

PENELOPE: The fact is, papa, that as a guide for the young 
you have rather advanced views. 

GoLiGnt Ly: [With a grotesque, dramatic flourish.| Ungrateful 
child! And I, like the pelican, have offered you my very 
heart to dine on. 

[Dicx1e comes in. He is a littl embarrassed and 
uncomfortable. 


Dickie: May I come in? 
PENELOPE: Yes, do! 
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Dicxte: [Nodding to the Goticuttys.] How d’you do? 

GOoLIGHTLy: [To dis wife.]| Are you ready? 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLY: [Getting up.] Yes. 

Dicks: I hope I’m not driving you away. 

GouLicutrLy: Oh no, we only came in for ten minutes to say 
good-bye to Penelope. 


[Dickte, rather puzzled at this, gives PENELOPE a quick 
look. 

Dicxiz: Are you... ? [He stops.] 

GoLiGHTLy: I hope you'll enjoy yourself, dear. 

PENELopE: Oh, I’m sure I shall. ~ 

Mrs. GOLIGHTLy: Good-bye, darling. 

PENELOPE: [Kissing her mother.| Good-bye. 

[She goes to the bell and rings it. 

GOLIGHTLy: We can find our way out. Don’t bother about 
Peyton. 

PENELOPE: I want to speak to her. 

Gouicutty: Oh, I see. [Nodding to Dicxiz.] Good-bye. 

[Te GOLIGHTLYS go o“t, PENELOPE with a slight smile, 
lies down on the sofa and takes up a magazine. She 
pays no attention to Dicxiz. He gives her a sidelong 
glance and arranges his tie in the glass. PEYTON comes 
in. 

PENELOPE: [Looking up from her magazine.| Oh, Peyton, you 
might pack up some things for me in that little flat 
portmanteau of the doctor’s. Put my green charmeuse in. 

Perron: Very well, ma’am. 

PENELOPE: You can calla cab in half an hour. 

Preyron: Very well, ma’am. 

[Exst. 

Dick: Are you going away? 

PENELOPE: Oh, yes, didn’t I tell your 
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Dickie: [S#77y.] No. 


PENELOPE: How stupid of me! You see, I was expecting you 
to spend two or three days in Paris with Ada, and I 
atranged to motor down to Cornwall with the Hender- 
sons. 


Dicxrz: But I gave up the trip to Paris so as not to annoy 
you. 

PENELOPE: [Sviling.] It wouldn’t have annoyed me a bit, 
darling. 

Dicxre: It ought to have annoyed you. 

PENELOPE: In any case I’m afraid I can’t throw the Hender- 
sons over. They’ve made up a little partie carrée so that 
we can play bridge in the evenings. 

[DicK1E goes up to PEN and sits on the sofa beside her. 

Dickie: Look here, Pen, let’s make it up. 


PENELOPE: [ Oxite pleasantly.| But we haven’t quarrelled, have 
wer 


Dickie: [ With a smile.| don’t know whether I want to shake 
you or hug you. 


PENELOPE: Well, if I were you, I’d do neither. 

Dicks: [Taking her hands.| Pen, I want to talk seriously to 
you. 

PENELOPE: [Re/easing them, with a look at the clock.| Have you 
time? 

Dicxiz: What on earth d’you mean? 


PENELOPE: You generally start off for Mrs. Mack’s about 
now. 
[Dickie gets up and walks up and down the room. 


Dicxre: [ Resol/utely.} Mrs. Mack’s dead. 

PENELOPE: | Jumping off the sofa.| Dead! When’s the funeral? 
Dickie: The date hasn’t been settled yet. 

PENELOPE: Well, now you’ll be able to send in your bill. 
Dicxiz: [Nervously.] Pen, Mrs. Mack never existed. 
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PENELOPE: [With a smile.] I never thought she did, darling. 


Dickie: What! [PENELOPE gigg/es.] D’you mean to say you 
knew all the time that I’d invented her? 


PENELOPE: I thought it was very nice of you to make up a 
plausible excuse for being away so much. 

Dicxre: Then, when you bought all those things because I 
was making such a pot of money, you were just pulling 
my leg. 

PENELOPE: [With a smile.] Well... 

[Dickre suddenly bursts into a shout of laughter. 


Dickie: I say, you have scored us off. Upon my soul, you 
are a wonderful little woman. I can’t think how I ever 
saw anything in Ada Fergusson. 


PENELOPE: Oh, but I think she’s charming. 


Dicxiz: What nonsense! You know you don’t. If you only 
knew the life she led me! 


PENELOPE: I suppose she often asked you if you really loved 
her? 

Dickie: Ten times a day. 

PENELOPE: And when you left her, did she want to know 
exactly at what time you’d come back? 

Dicxiz: How did you know? 

PENELOPE: I guessed it. 

Dickie: [Going towards her as if to take her in his arms.] Oh, Pen, 
let’s forget and forgive. 

PENELOPE: [Getting out of bis way.| There’s nothing to forgive, 
darling. 

Dickie: [Making a step towards her.| I suppose you want me to 


eat the dust. . . . I have behaved like a perfect brute. 
I’m awfully sorry, and I'll never do it again. 


PENELOPE: [E/uding him as though by accident.) 1 daresay the 
game isn’t worth the candle. 
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Dickie: [Trying to intercept her.] Don’t speak of it. 


PENELOPE: [Keeping out of his reach.| And I was under the 
impression you were having such a good time. 

Dickie: I was feeling awfully conscience-stricken. 

PENELOPE: That’s where women have such an advantage 
over men. Their conscience never strikes them till 
they’ve lost their figure and their complexion. 

Dickie: [Stopping.] 1 say, what are you running round the 
room for in that ridiculous fashion? 

PENELOPE: I thought we were playing touch-last. 

Dicxiz: Don’t be a little beast, Pen. You know you love 
me, and I simply dote upon you. . . . I can’t do more 
than I have done. 

PENELOPE: What d’you want me to do? 

Dicxiz: I want you to kiss and make friends. 

PENELOPE: [Oxite good-naturedly.) I think you’re a little 
previous, aren’t you? 

Dickie: I suppose you’re thinking of Ada Fergusson. 

PENELOPE: I confess she hadn’t entirely slipped my mind. 

Dickie: Hang Ada Fergusson! 

PENELOPE: I think that’s rather drastic punishment. After 
all, she did nothing but succumb to your fatal fascination. 

Dickie: That’s right, put all the blame on me. As if it were 
men who made the running on these occasions! I never 
want to see her again. 

PENELOPE: How changeable you are. 

Dickie: [Going towards her eagerly. I’m never going to change 
again. I’ve had my lesson, and I’m going to be good in 
future. 

PENELOPE: [Getting a chair between herself and him.| Anyhow, 
don’t you think you’d better be off with the old love 
before you get on with the new? 


Dicxre: Yes, but you might help me. 
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PENELOPE: You don’t want me by any chance to tell Ada 
Fergusson that you don’t care for her any more? 

Dickie: It’s a devilish awkward thing to say oneself. 

PENELOPE: I can imagine that the best-tempered woman 
would take it a little amiss. 

Dicxre: J say, can’t you suggest something to help me out? 

PENELOPE: [With a shrug of the shoulders.] My dear, since the 
days of Ariadne there’s only been one satisfactory way of 
consoling a deserted maiden. 

Dicxte: [With a jump.| Uncle Davenport! 

PENELOPE: What about Uncle Davenport? 

Dicxie: He told me yesterday he thought she was a devilish 
fine woman. 

PENELOPE: Oh, no, Dickie, I’m not going to allow you to 
sacrifice my only uncle. 

Dicxte: I’ll just ring him up and tell him she’s not gone to 
Paris. 

PENELOPE: No, Dickie. No, Dickie. No, Dickiel 

Dickie: [At the telephone.] Mayfair 7521. I promise you he 
shall come to no harm. Before it gets serious we'll tell 
him that she’s not a Jones of Llandudno, but a Jones of 
Notting Hill Gate. 

PENELOPE: [With a giggle.] I don’t think it’s quite nice what 
you’re doing. 

Dicxiz: I think it’s horrid. I shall blame myself very much 
afterwards. 

PeneLope: With your moral sense too. 

Dickie: Hulloa, can I speak to Mr. Barlow? Hulloa, is that 
you, Uncle Davenport? No, I didn’t go to Paris after all. 
[With wink at PENeLope.] Mrs. Mack had a sudden 
relapse, and couldn’t be moved. No, Mrs. Fergusson 
hasn’t gone either. 

[PEYTON comes in. 
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Perron: Mrs. Fergusson is in the drawing-room, ma’am. 

Dickie: [Speaking down the telephone.| What! Half a minute. 
Hold on. 

PENELOPE: I’ve been expecting her all the afternoon. Ask 
her if she wouldn’t mind coming up here. 

Peyton: Very well, ma’am. [ Exit. 

Dickie: I say, there’s no getting out of it. [At the tele- 
phone.| Hulloa. Why don’t you come round? Mrs. 
Fergusson is calling on Pen, and you can arrange about 
your luncheon party then... . All right. Good-bye. 
... Tsay, I’m going to bolt. 

PENELOPE: You coward! 


Dickie: [Pretending to be very dignified.| I’m not a coward, 
Penelope. I shall be back in two minutes. But ’m 
thirsty, and I’m going to have a brandy and soda. 


[He bends down to kiss her, but she moves away. 


Dicks: I say, hang it all, you needn’t grudge me one kiss. 
PENELOPE: [Swz/ing.| Wait till you’re off with the old love, my 
friend. 
Dickie: I think it’s a bit thick that a man shouldn’t be 
allowed to embrace the wife of his bosom. 
PENELOPE: You shall afterwards, if you’re good. 
Dickie: I say, she’s just coming. What a blessing this room 
has two doors! 
[He goes out. PENELOPE gets up, looks at herself in the 
glass, arranges a stray lock of hair, and powders her 
nose. ADA FERGUSSON comes in. 


PENELOPE: [Kissing her effusively.] Dearest . . . I hope you 
don’t mind being dragged up here. 


Mrs. Fercusson: Of course not. I like this room. I always 
think it’s just the place for a heart-to-heart talk. 


PENELOPE: How nice you’re looking! 
Mrs. Fercusson: D’you like my frock? 
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Penevope: I always think it suits you so well. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [.Acid/y.] Itisthe first time I have put it on. 

PENELOPE: Oh, then I suppose I’ve seen one just like it on 
other people. 

Mrs. FerGusson: You'll think I’m coming here a great deal, 
dearest. 

PENELOPE: You know that Dickie and I are always glad to 
see you. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Is Dr. O’Farrell at home? I wanted to ask 
him something about the medicine he prescribed for me 
yesterday. 

PENELOPE: Now don’t say you’ve come to see Dickie. I was 
hoping you’d come to see me. 


Mrs. FerGusson: I wanted to kill two birds with one stone. 

PENELOPE: That is a feat of marksmanship which always 
gives one satisfaction. 

Mrs. FerGusson: I forget if you said that Dr. O’Farrell was 
at home. 

PENELOPE: You know, I think you must be the only person 
who’s know him ten minutes without calling him 
Dickie. 

Mrs. FerGusson: I should have no confidence in him as a 
doctor if I did. 

PENELOPE: I never employ him myself. I always go to Dr. 
Rogers. 

Mrs. Fercusson: You look as if you had robust health, 
dearest. 

PENELOPE: Oh, I just manage to trip along above ground to 
save funeral expenses. 


Mrs. Fercusson: Is Dr. O’Farrell quite well? 
PENELOPE: Tired. 


Mrs. Fercusson: [ Wondering why.] Ob? 
[4 slight pause. 
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Mrs. Fercusson: I suppose you haven’t the least idea when 
« he’ll be homer 

PENELOPE: I didn’t know he was out. 

Mrs. FerGcusson: Oh, I beg your pardon. I thought you 
said he was out. 

PENELOPE: No. 

Mrs. Fercusson: I must have misunderstood you. 

PENELOPE: I think he’s lying down. You see he was with 
poor Mrs. Mack till twelve o’clock last night. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [With a slight start.| Was he? 

PENELOPE: It’s so bad that she should have had a relapse 
when she seemed to be going on so well. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Puyzled, but trying not to show it.| I was 
more distressed than I can say. 

PENELOPE: And it must have been so inconvenient for you 
after you’d made all your arrangements for going to 
Paris. 

Mrs. FerGcusson: Oh, of course, I didn’t think of my 
convenience at all. 

PENELOPE: Dickie says the way you’ve nursed her is beyond 
all praise. 

Mrs. Fercusson: I think in this life we ought to do what we 
can for one another. I only did my duty. 

PENELOPE: So few of us do that. 

Mrs. FerGusson: When I think of my husband bravely 
serving his country in a foreign land, I feel that I ought 
to do anything I can to help others. 

[PENELOPE meditatively winks to herself. 

PENELOPE: Were you there at the end? 

Mrs. Fercusson: [.Astounded.] What end? 

PENELOPE: You don’t mean to say you don’t know? 

Mrs. FerGusson: Penelope, I haven’t an idea what you’re 
talking about. 
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PENELOPE: But Dickie was with Mrs. Mack all this morning. 
Mrs. FERGUSSON: That’s absurd. 

PENELOPE: I wonder you weren’t sent for. 

Mrs, FerGusson: But... 


[She ts speechless with anger and amazement. 


PENELOPE: Then you really don’t know? 

Mrs. FerGusson: [Desperately.| I know nothing. 

PENELOPE: My poor dear Ada. I’m distracted that I should 
have to give you this bitter, bitter blow. Mrs. Mack is— 
dead. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Dead! 

PENELOPE: She died in Dickie’s arms, thanking him for all 
he’d done for her. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Impossible! 

PENELOPE: I don’t wonder you say that. She was quite 
frisky a day or two ago. .. . Sit down, dear. You’re 
quite upset. You were very fond of her, weren’t you? 

Mrs. FerGusson: Dead! 

PENELOPE: Why don’t you have a good cry? Can’t you find 
yout handkerchief? Take this. It’s very sad, isn’t it? 
And after all you’d done for her? 

[Mrs. FERGussON dabs her eyes with the handkerchief. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Forcing herself to be natural. It’s a great 
blow. 

PENELOPE: Oh, I know. I feel for you, dear. Dickie was 
devoted to her. He said he’d never had such a patient. 
[Putting her handkerchief to her own eyes.| She died, with a 
smile on her lips, mentioning her dead husband’s name. 
Dickie was so moved, he couldn’t eat any lunch, poor 
boy; and we’re going to have a new landaulette. 

[Dick1E comes in and stops at the door for a moment as he 
sees the two women apparently in tears. 

Dicxm: I say, what’s up? 
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PENELOPE: [With a sob.) ve just brokenthe news to poor Ada. 

Dickie: What news? 

PENELOPE: She didn’t know that Mrs. Mack was—no more. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Trying to conceal ber rage and mystification.] 
I certainly didn’t! 

PENELOPE: You ought to have let her know, Dickie. She 
would have liked to be—in at the death. 

Dickie: J wanted to spare you. 

Mrs. FerGusson: It’s too kind of you. 

PENELOPE: I knew that was it. Dickie has such a kind heart. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [With restrained anger.] I have already 
noticed it. 

PENELOPE: [To her husband.| And you were so fond of her, 
weren't you? 

Dickie: I looked upon her as a real friend. 

PENELOPE: I’ve told Ada that she expired in your arms, 
darling. 

Dickie: With a smile on her lips. 

PENELOPE: That’s just what I said. Murmuring the name of 
her husband, who'd been dead for forty years. What did 
you say the name was, Dickie? 

Dickie: Walker, darling. 

PENELOPE: Tell Ada more. She wants to hear the details. 

Dicxig: She asked to be remembered to you. She sent her 
love to your husband. 

PENELOPE: She seems to have thought of everything. You 
must go to the funeral, Dickie. 

Dicxiz: Yes; I should like to show her that sign of respect. 

PENELOPE: [To Mrs. FERGusson.] Wouldn’t you like a glass 
of sherry, dearest? I can see you’re quite upset. 

Mrs. FERGusson: The—news has taken me by surprise. 

PeneLore: To tell you the truth, I expected it last night. But 
I quite understand your emotion. 
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Mrs. FerGusson: I’m so much obliged for your sympathy. 
PENELOPE: I’m going to get you some sherry myself. 
Dicxre: Oh, let me. 

PENELOPE: No, stay with Ada, darling. You have such a 
way with you when one’s in trouble. 

Dice: [Edging off.| On an occasion like this a woman wants 
another woman with her. 

PENELOPE: [Preventing him from moving.| No, you know just the 
right thing to say. I shall never forget how charming you 
were when our last cook gave notice. 

[She goes ont. Mrs. FerGusson springs to her feet. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Now! 

Dickie: Good heavens! You made me positively jump. 

Mrs. Fercusson: What does all this mean? 

Dickie: It means that Mrs. Mack, like the rest of us, 1s 
mortal. The funeral takes place the day after to-morrow 
at Kensal Green. Friends kindly accept this the only 
intimation. 

Mrs. FERGusson: How can Mrs. Mack be dead! You know 
just as well as I do that she never existed. 

Dicxiz: Upon my word, I’m beginning to be not quite 
certain. I’ve talked about her so much that she seems 
much more real than—than my bank balance, for 
instance. And I could write a beautiful article for the 
Lancet on the case. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Fariously.] Oh! 

Dicktz: After all, she did have a rotten time of it, poor old 
lady. Operation after operation. Life wasn’t worth 
living. She was bound to die. And I call it a jolly happy 
release. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Where were you last night? 

Dicxre: I was at Mrs. Mack’s—no, of course, I wasn’t. 


I’m so used to saying that that it slips out quite naturally. 
Pm awfully sorry. 
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Mrs. Fercusson: How can you tell me such lies? 

Dickie: I don’t know. I suppose it’s growing into a habit. 

Mrs. Fercusson: I recommend you to keep them for 
Penelope. 

Dickie: I suppose you think, then, they don’t matter? 


Mrs. Fercusson: Oh, she’s your wife. That’s quite another 
story. 


Dickie: I see. 
Mrs. FERGusSON: What d’you mean by saying, I see? 


Dickie: It was the only reply I could think of at the 
moment. 


Mrs. Fercusson: I’m sure you meant something by it. 


[PEYTON comes in with a tray on which are two wine glasses 
and a decanter. They keep silence till she has gone out. 


Dicxiz: Have a glass of sherry, will you? 
Mrs. Fercusson: No. 


Dickie: Well, I think I will if you don’t mind. [He pours 
himself out a glass.| 1 have an idea that sherry’s coming 
into fashion again. 


Mrs. FerGusson: Have you? 


Dicxre: I always think I have a knack of making myself 
pleasant under difficulties. [He drinks a glass of sherry to give 
himself courage.| Look here, ?ve got something to tell you 
that I’m afraid you won’t very much like. I daresay you'll 
think me an awful brute, but I’m bound to say it. [Mrs. 
FERGUSSON does not answer, and after a moment's pause he 
goes on.| The fact is, I’m not built the proper way for 
intrigue. All these lies make me awfully uncomfortable. 
I don’t like to think I’m treating Penelope badly. 
[Another pause.| I may as well tell you the whole truth 
bang out. I’ve discovered that I’m desperately in love 
with Penelope. 
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Mrs. Fercusson: [Ca/w/y.] And? 

Dickie: [Rather surprised.| And that’s all. 

Mrs. FerGcusson: And how do you imagine that interests 
me? 

DicxreE: [Onite embarrassed.] Ithought—er... 


[Mrs. FERGUSSON goes into a peal of laughter. DickiE, 
quite taken aback, looks at her with astonishment. 


Mrs. FerGusson: You haven’t been under the impression 
that I ever cared for you? 


Dickie: [Trying to make it out.| No, no. Of course a man’s a 
conceited ass who thinks a woman’s in love with him. 


Mrs. FERGUSSON: You amused me when I first met you, but 
you’ve long ceased to do that. 


Dickie: It’s kind of you to say so. 


Mrs. FErRGusson: It was convenient to have some one to do 
things for me. I’m a womanly woman and... 


Dickie: You don’t know your way about. 


Mrs. FerGusson: For the last month you’ve bored me to 
extinction. I’ve done everything in my power to show 
you except say it right out. 


Dickie: I’m afraid I’ve been very dense. 
Mrs. Fercusson: Dreadfully dense. 
Dickie: But it was good of you to spare my feelings. 


Mrs. Fercusson: [| With an amiable smile.| D’youthink it would 
be rude if I described you in your own words as a con- 
ceited ass? 


Dicxiz: It might make our future acquaintance rather 
formal. 


Mrs. Fercusson: There will be no future acquaintance. 
Dicxiz: Then there’s nothing more to be said. 
[Mrs. FERGUSSON sweeps to the door. She stops. 


Mrs. Fercusson: Does Penelope adore you as blindly as 
when first I met your 
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Dickie: I venture to think she’s as much in love with me as 
lam with her. 


Mrs. Fercusson: What have you done with the letters I 
wrote to your 


Dickie: I did as we agreed. I burnt them at once. 
Mrs. Fercusson: I didn’t. I kept yours. 


Dicxiz: I shouldn’t have thought they were interesting 
enough. 


Mrs. Fercusson: I have an idea that Penelope would find 
them positively absorbing. 


Dickie: Why don’t you send them to her? 
Mrs. Fercusson: If you have no objection, I think I will. 


Dicxiz: They will tell her nothing that she doesn’t know 
already. 


Mrs. FerGusson: [Coming back, startled.] You don’t mean to 
say you've told her? 


Dickiz: Of course not. 

Mrs. Fercusson: Well? 

Dickie: She’s known it all along. 

Mrs. FERGUSSON: Known what? 

Dicxiz: Everything. From the beginning. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Terrified.] How did she find out? 
Dickie: Heaven only knows. 

Mrs. FerGusson: It’s a trap! I might have known she 


wasn’t such a fool as she seemed. She wants to divorce 


you, and she’s used me. My husband will never stand 
that. 


Dicxiz: I can imagine that even the most affectionate 
husband would draw the line there. 


Mrs. FerGusson: Oh, don’t try and be funny now. 
Dickie: I wasn’t. The funny part is yet to come. 
Mrs. FerGusson: What? 
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Dicxiz: Well, you needn’t get into a state about it. Pene- 
lope’s not going to do anything. 

Mrs. Fercusson. But then, why. . . .? 

Dickie: [With a shrug of the shoulders.| She doesn’t care a 
hang. 

Mrs. FerGusson: I don’t understand. 

DicxiE: Don’t you? It’s very simple. It’s a matter of no 
importance. She’s glad that I’ve been amused. If she 
only knew how much amusement I’ve got out of it! She 
looks upon it in the light of a—of a change of air. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [Fariously.} Oh! Oh! Oh! A fortnight’s 
golf at the seaside, I suppose. 

Dicxiz: Something like that. 

Mrs. FerGcusson: I’d sooner she divorced you. 

Dickxig: Thanks, I wouldn’t. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Oh, what a humiliation! I’ve been just a 
convenience because she had other fish to fry. How 
sordid it makes the whole thing! And I was yearning for 
romance. I would never have looked at you if I hadn’t 
thought she doted on you. 


Dicxig: I have an idea that affairs of this sort are only 
romantic when they happen to other people. When they 
happen to yourself—well, sordid’s just the word. 


Mrs. Fercusson: [Suddenly remembering.| And Mrs. Mack? 

Drcxrz: She’s known all about that too. 

Mrs. FerGcusson: D’you mean that to-day when we . . .? 

Dicxiz: Mingled your tears? I think hers were about as real 
as yours. 

Mrs. Fercusson: And she led me on to say one thing after 
another. 

Dicxm: I think she’s been pulling both our legs successfully. 


Mrs. Fercusson: How on earth am I going to meet her 
now? 
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Dicxm: She’ll be all right. She'll be just as charming as 
ever. 

Mrs. Fercusson: You fool! Don’t you see that if she’s 
charming to me it’s because she thinks she’s prettier than 
I am, and cleverer than I am, and more fascinating than I 
am? She doesn’t even despise me, she’s indifferent to me. 
[She goes to the glass and looks at herself. Furiously.| A 
change of ait. 

[The door opens slowly, and PENELOPE comes in. She bas 
changed into motoring things. MRS. FERGUSSON gives 
a sudden gasp as she sees her and turns her face away. 
For a moment PENELOPE stands still, looking at them 
reflectively. DICKIE aimlessly arranges things on a 
table. 

Penevore: [W7th a faint smile.| Pm not disturbing you, am IP 
Dicxiz: Er... 

PENELOPE: Yes? 

Dicxre: Nothing. 

[ Suddenly, with a sob, Mrs. FERGUSSON sinks into a chair, 
and hiding her face bursts into tears. PENELOPE gives 
her a look of surprise and goes swiftly up to her. She 
leans over her, with ber hand on Mrs. FERGUSSON’S 
shoulder. 

PENELOPE: [Almost tenderly.| What? Real tears? 

Mrs. Fercusson: [In a broken voice.] I feel so ridiculous. 

PENELOPE: [With a little smile, as if she were talking to a child.) 
Don’t. Don’t cry. 

Mrs. Fercusson: I look such a perfect fool. 

PENELOPE: It’s so tiresome of our little sins to look foolish 
when they’re found out, instead of wicked. 

Mrs. FErGusson: I shall never respect myself again. 

PENELOPE: Dry your tears, dear. Uncle Davenport has just 


come, and he wants to know if it’s respectable to ask 
you to lunch with him alone. 
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Mrs. Fercusson: [With a suspicion of her old manner.| He’s so 
sympathetic. I’d like to have a heart-to-heart talk with 
him. 

PENELOPE: You’ll find the Carlton a most suitable place. 

Mrs. FerGusson: Are my eyes red? 

PENELOPE: Nota bit. [ll get you some powder. 

[She takes the powder-box off a table, and Mrs. Frer- 
GUSSON meditatively ponders her nose. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [like him. He talks of all the duchesses by 
their Christian names. 

[PEYTON announces BARLOW and goes out. 


Peyton: Mr. Davenport Barlow. 

[As he comes in, Mrs. FERGusSON finally and entirely 
regains her usual manner. 

PENELOPE: [Kissing her uncle.] How d’you do? 

BarLow: [Advancing gallantly to Mrs. FERGUSSON.] This is a 
pleasing surprise. I was under the impression you were 
in Paris. 

Mrs. FErRGusson: No, poor Mrs. Mack was suddenly taken 
much worse. 

BarLow: It is my gain. 

Mrs. FerGusson: It’s too nice of you to say so, but I’m 
leaving London at once all the same. 

Bar.ow: But this is very sudden. What shall we do without 
your 

Mrs. Fercusson: You must blame Dr. O’Farrell. 

Dicxte: [.Astonished.| Me? 

Mrs. Fercusson: He tells me that now I’m quite strong 
enough for a foreign climate, and, of course, nothing will 
induce me to remain an hour away from my husband if 
I’m not obliged to. 

Bartow: But I thought he was bravely fighting for his 
country. 
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Mrs. FerGusson: Well, you see, there doesn’t happen to be 
any fighting for him to do just now, and he’s taken a very 
nice house at Malta. And I shall start to-morrow. 

Bartow: This is more distressing than I can say. And are 
you going straight through? 

Mrs. FerGusson: No, I shall stop a day or two in Paris on 
my way. 

Bartow: How very singular! I had made all arrangements 
to go to Paris to-morrow myself. 

Mrs. FErGusson: Then would you mind looking after me 
on the journey? You see, I’m a womanly woman, and 
I’m quite helpless in the train by myself. 

Bartow: I should look upon it as a privilege. And perhaps 
we might go to one or two plays while you’re there. 

Mrs. FerGusson: If you'll promise not to take me to any- 
thing risky. 

Bartow: Ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs. FERGusson: [To PENELOPE.] Well, dear, I must say 
good-bye to you. I’m afraid we shan’t meet again for 
some time. 

PENELOPE: Good-bye. 

[They kiss one another affectionately. 

Mrs. Fercusson: [To Dicx1e.] Good-bye. If you hear of 
anything good on the Stock Exchange, you might let me 
know. I think I shall cut my loss on Johannesburg and 
New Jerusalems. 

Dickiz: I would. 

Mrs. FerGusson: [To Bartow.] I have a cab downstairs. 
Can I give you a lift anywhere? 

Bartow: It would be very kind of you. 


[With a nod to DICKIE she goes out. 


Bartow: [Shaking hands with PENELOPE.] Charming creature. 
So dashing and a thorough gentlewoman. 
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PENELOPE: Now, mind, Uncle Davenport, no pranks. 

Bartow: My dear, I’m not only the soul of honour, but 
fifty-two. [ Exit. 

PENELOPE: [As he goes ont.] I suppose that does induce a 
platonic state of mind. 


Dick: [With a sigh of relief.| Oufl [PENELOPE turns to a glass 
to arrange her hat. Dickie watches her with a smile.| Well? 


PENELOPE: [ Pretending to be surprised.| I beg your pardon? 

Dicxiz: You promised to kiss me. 

PENELOPE: I didn’t. I promised to allow myself to be kissed. 

Dicxiz: [Taking her in his arms and kissing her.] You little 
beast. 

PENELOPE: Finished? 

Dickie: Not nearly. 

PENELOPE: Then I’m afraid you must go on another time. 
I’ve got a taxi at the door, and it’s costing twopence a 
minute. 

Dicks: [Stepping back.] What d’you want a taxi for? 

PENELOPE: [7th a laugh.| I thought that would chill your 
ardour. 

Dickxiz: You’re not going on that beastly motor trip 
now? 

PENELOPE: Why on earth not? 


Dickie: [Half injured, half surprised.| Pen! 

PENELOPE: [Looking at the watch on her wrist.) Good gracious, 
I’m keeping them waiting. 

Dicks: [Taking both her hands.| Now don’t tease me. Go and 
take those horrid motor things off, and let’s have a 
comfortable little tea together. And tell Peyton you’re 
not at home. 

PenEtore: I’m dreadfully sorry to disappoint you, but I’m 
afraid I can’t break an engagement. 
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Dickie: You’re not serious? 

PENELOPE: Abnormally. 

Dickie: But, Pen dear, everything’s different now. Don’t 
you know that I love you? 

PENELOPE: It’s very nice of you to say so. 

Dickie: Doesn’t it mean anything to you? 

PENELOPE: Not much. 

Dicxte: [Beginning to be rather perplexed.| But, Pen dear, pull 


yourself together. I love you just as much as you love 
me. 


PENELOPE: [With a little smile.] But what makes you think I 
love you? 

Dickie: [Aghast.] You—you don’t mean to say that you don’t 
care for me any more? 

PENELOPE: [ Judicially.| I—no longer feel that the world is 
coming to an end when you go out of the room. 


Dicxiz: What! ... Why don’t you say straight out that 
you can’t bear the sight of me? 


PENELOPE: Because it wouldn’t be quite true. I like you very 
well. 


Dicxiz: Like me! I don’t want you to like me. I want you 
to love me. 


PENELOPE: I wish I could. It would save a lot of bother. 


Dickie: I don’t understand. This is the most extraordinary 
thing I’ve ever heard in my life. I always thought you 
adored me. 


PENELOPE: Why? 

Dicxm: Because I adore you. 
PENELOPE: Since when? 
Dickie: Always, always, always. 
PENELOPE: Fancy. 


Dicxie: Oh, I know I made a fool of myself. I shall never 
cease to regret it, D’you think I was happy? D’you think 
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I had a jolly time? Not much . . . I suppose it’s that. 
You can’t forgive me? 

PENELOPE: Nonsense. Of course I forgive you. It doesn’t 
matter a bit. 

Dickie: [With a gesture of desperation.) The whole thing’s 
Greek to me. I loved you always, Pen. I never ceased 
for a moment to love you. 


PENELOPE: My dear, you need not protest so much. It 
doesn’t very much interest me either way. 

Dick: What a fool I was! I ought to have known that if 
you took it so calmly it could only be because you didn’t 
cate. If a woman doesn’t make scenes it can only mean 
that she doesn’t love you. ... You used to love 
me? 

PENELOPE: Yes. 

Dickie: How can you be so fickle? I never thought you’d 
treat me like this. [PENELOPE Jooks about as if she'd lost 
something.| What are you looking for? 


PENELOPE: I fancied you’d lost your sense of humour. I was 
just seeing if I could find it. 

Dicxrz: How can I have a sense of humour when I’m 
suffering? 

PENELOPE: [starting at the word.) Suffering? 

Dicxiz: The tortures of the damned. I want you. I want 
your love. 


[He does not see PENELOPE’S face. .An expression of 
remorse comes into it at the pain she is causing him. She 
outlines a gesture towards him, but quickly restrains 
herself. 

PENELOPE: [ With a mocking laugh.| Poor darling. 
Dickie: [Furiously.] Don’t laugh at me. 
PENELOPE: I wasn’t. I was quite sorry for you. 
Dick: D’you think I want your pity? 
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PENELOPE: I’m very unfortunate. I seem quite unable to 
please you. I think it’s just as well that I’m going away 
for a week. 

Dickie: [Starting up.] No, you’re not going away. 

PENELOPE: [Ravsing her eyebrows.] What makes you think that? 

Dickie: Because I forbid you to. 


PENELOPE: [Swz/ing.] And are you under the delusion that at 
your command I shall fall fat on my face? 


Dickie: I’m the master of this house, and I mean to make 
myself respected. 


PENELOPE: My dear, since you pay the rent and the taxes it’s 
quite right that you should rule this house with a rod of 
iron if you wish it. Personally, at the moment I only want 
to get out of it. 


Dickie: You’re not going out of it. 

PENELOPE: Do you propose to keep me here against my 
will? 

Dicxig: Certainly, if needful. 

PENELOPE: H’m. 

[She gets up and goes to the door. He intercepts her, locks 
the door, and puts the key in his pocket. 

PENELOPE: Brute force. 

Dickie: I think it’s about time I showed you I’m not going 
to be made a perfect fool of. 


[PENELOPE shrugs her shoulders and sits down. Suddenly 
she chuckles. 


Dickie: I don’t see anything to laugh at. 

PENELOPE: I do. It’s so medieval. And are you going to 
feed me on bread and water? 

Dickie: [Axgrily.] Ugh. [He looks at her.] Now, look here, 
Pen, be reasonable about it. Why the deuce d’you want 
to go for this stupid trip? 
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PENELOPE: I refuse to discuss the matter till you’ve opened 
the door. 


Dick: It’s not the time of year for a motor trip. [Passe. 
PENELOPE Jooks straight in front of her, taking no notice of 
what he says.| itll rain cats and dogs, and you'll catch a 
beastly cold. You'll probably get pneumonia. [Pause.] 
I’m feeling awfully run down, and I shouldn’t wonder if 
I were sickening for something myself. [PENELOPE 
smothers a giggle and continues to stare into vacancy. DICKIE 
breaks out passionately.| But don’t you see that if I’m 
preventing you from going, it’s because I can’t bear to 
let you out of my sight? I want you. I want you always 
by me. I want you to love me. . . . Oh, if you only 
knew how much I love you, you wouldn’t be so heartless. 


PENELOPE: [Turning to him and speaking quite calmly.) But 
surely, if you cared for me, you wouldn’t try to deprive 
me of a little enjoyment. You'd be willing to sacrifice 
yourself sometimes. You’d have a certain regard for my 
wishes. You wouldn’t put every absurd obstacle in the 
way when the chance offers for me to have some amuse- 
ment. 


[Dickre /ooks at her for a moment then turns away and 
walks up and down, with downcast head. He takes the 
key out of his pocket and silently puts it on the table 
beside her. 


PENELOPE: What does that mean? 


DicxtE: [In a broken voice.| You're quite right. P’ve simply 
been beastly selfish. I was only thinking of myself. I 
dare say I bore you. Perhaps you'll like me better when 
you’ve been away for a few days. 


[PENELOPE is so moved that she can hardly keep up her 
acting any longer. She struggles with herself, and in a 
moment masters the desire to throw herself in his arms. 


PENELOPE: Since you locked the door, perhaps you'll be 
good enough to unlock it. 
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[Without a word he takes the key and goes to the door. He 
unlocks it. 

PENELOPE: Am I to understand that you offer no objection 
to my trip? 

Dicxte: If it’ll give you pleasure to go, I shall be pleased to 
think you’re happy. I only want you to be happy. 

PENELOPE: Would you rather I stayed? 

Dicktz: No. 

[PENELOPE gives a slight start. This is not at all what she 
wants. 

PENELOPE: Ohl! 

Dicxrz: I don’t know what I shall do without you. I feel 
as if 1 were only now getting to know you. It’s as 
though—oh, I don’t know how to express it. 

PENELOPE: But you’ve just said you would rather I went. 

Dicxtg: I don’t want to think of myselfany more. I want to 
think only of you. It makes me so happy to think of you, 
Pen. I want to sacrifice myself. 

PENELOPE: [Re/ieved.] Will you go to my room and see if my 
bag has been taken down? 

[He goes out for a moment. She remains with an ecstatic 
look on her face. He comes back. 

Dickie: Yes. Peyton’s taken it. 

PENELOPE: Then—[she gives him a look from beneath her eye- 
/ashes|—ring and tell her to bring it up again. 

Dickie: [Hardly able to believe his good fortune.| Pen! 

PENELOPE: Are you pleased? 

Dickie: Oh, you’re much too good to me. I can’t tell you 
how gratefullam. Oh, Pen, if you only knew how much 
I adore you! 

[He falls on his knees and passtonately kisses her hands. 
She can hardly restrain herself from lifting him up and 
flinging her arms round his neck. 
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Dicxzgz: Is there any chance for me at all? D’you think 
you'll ever love me as you used to? 

PENELOPE: How can I tell? 

Dickie: Oh, why can’t we go back to the beginning? D’you 
remember how we loved one another then? You used to 
come down with me every day when I went out, and 
when I came back you always ran down to kiss me. And 
d’you remember how you used to sit on my chair in the 
morning while I smoked my pipe and we read the paper 
together? 

PENELOPE: [Concealing a smile.| How you must have hated 
it | 

Dickie: Hate it? I’ve never been so happy in my life. 

PENELOPE: At all events I hope we shall always continue to 
be good friends. 

Dickie: [Starting up.] Friends! What’s the good of offering 
me your friendship when I’m starving for your love? 
How can you make me so unhappy? 

PENELOPE: [Swiling indulgently.| But I’m not going to make 
you unhappy. I hope I shall always be very pleasant and 
agreeable. 

Dicxiz: What d’you think I care for that? Pen, promise that 
you'll try to love me? 

PENELOPE: [Wi#h a smile] Yes, Pll try if you like. 


Dickie: I’ll make you love me. I'll never rest till ’m sure of 
your love. 

PENELOPE: And when you are sure of it ] suppose you won’t 
care twopence for me any more? 

Dicxrz: Try me! Try mel [He kisses her hands again. He 
does not see her face. She smiles and shakes her head.| 1 never 
knew that you were so adorable. It fills me with rapture 
merely to kiss your hands. 


[PENELopE gives a little laugh and releases herself. 
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PeNELore: Now I must just go to the Hendersons and tell 
them I can’t come motoring. 

DicxiE: Can’t you telephone? I don’t want to let you out of 
my sight. 

PENELOPE: They’re not on the telephone. It’ll be more 
convenient for me to go. 

Dickie: Very well. If you must, I suppose you must. [Sse 
smiles and goes to the door. When she reaches it he stops her.| 
Oh, Pen! 

PENELOPE: Yes. 

Dicxiz: At what time will you be back? 

[Recognising the phrase, she gives a gesture of amusement, 
quickly kisses ber hand to him, and slips out of the door. 


THE END. 
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THE FIRST ACT 


THe SCENE represents Mrs. DALLAS-BAKER’S drawing-room at 
Crediton Court, Kensington. There are windows at the back 
looking on to the street. On the right is a door leading from the 
hall; on the left a door leading into the dining-room. The 
furniture is in excellent taste of a commonplace sort. On the 
walls are autotypes after old Italian masters. There is good 
china in the cabinets. The chairs are covered with very pretty 
chintz. It is the kind of drawing-room which every woman of the 
upper middle class has in London. It is agreeable to the eye, 
unoriginal, artistic and inexpensive. 


Alt a bridge-table are playing Mrs. Daias-BAkER, EmILy 
CHAPMAN, Mrs. Ortro ROSENBERG, and ALGERNON 
PEPPERCORN. It is about five o'clock in the afternoon. 


Rosze—Mrs. DAtuas-BAKER—is a@ pretty, fair woman of 
thirty. Her manners are rather affected. She is smartly dressed. 
ALGY PEPPERCORN /5 fwo or three years younger, clean-shaven 
and groomed with the greatest care; he looks as if he had 
just stepped out of a fashion-plate. He never sits down 
without pulling up his trousers so that they should not bag 
at the knee, and he always makes sure that he is not going 
to crumple the tails of his coat. Mrs. Orro ROSENBERG 
is a pretty, rosy-cheeked young woman, with golden hair 
elaborately arranged. Her clothes are obviously expensive. 
Emrity CHAPMAN is a woman of thirty-two, older than the 
others, who are her contemporaries, both in manner and 
appearance. She is dark, rather haggard, and with a worn look 
which she tries to conceal by making up her eyes and reddening 
her cheeks. She also is expensively dressed. 
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When the curtain rises the hand ts half played. Emtty CHAPMAN 
is playing the two hands. AuGy is dummy. Two tricks are 


played in silence. 


Mrs. Orro: How did you know I had that queen? 

Emity: [Dry/y.] I'd taken the precaution to look over your 
hand at the beginning of the game. 

Ross: [Irritably to Mrs. Orro.] Why on earth you led that I 
cannot understand. 

Emity: D’you want to go on? 

Rose: You don’t think you’re going to get the rest? 

Emiry: You haven’t got a look in. 

Rose: We'll play them out. 

Emixy: [Shragging her shoulders.| You're only wasting time. 

Mrs. Orro: I always like to play the hand right out. One 
never knows what’s going to happen. 

Emity: That depends on how one plays. 

Rose: [Throwing down her cards.) You can have them. But if 
you hadn’t finessed your ten we should have got another. 

Emity: But, good heavens, I could tell that she’d got the 
knave. 

Rose: [Rather vexed.| I don’t see how. 

Emity: Because I happen to know bridge. 

AuGy: You’re a perfect terror. I must say I prefer to be your 
partner than your adversary. 


Emity: You must expect me to play pretty well. After all, 
it’s my only means of livelihood. [RosE gives a little bitter 
laugh.| I said that because I knew it was on the tip of 
your tongue, Rose dear. 

Mrs. Orro: What do they score that time? 

Emity: Twenty-four below and thirty above. 


Rosz: We've saved the game at all events. 
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Emity: [Handing the cards to Mrs. Orro.] Shall I cut? 
Mrs. Orro: Oh, thanks. 
Aucy: I say, Rose, what about tea? 
[Mrs. Orrto deals. 
Rose: If you’ll ring the bell, Smith will bring it. 
Aucy: All right. [He goes to the bell and rings. 
Rose: Nothing will save us but hearts or no trumps. 
Mrs. Orro: I’m not going no-trumps on three knaves and a 
ten, if that’s what you mean. 
Emity: At this stage of the rubber you should. 
Mrs. Orrto: [ Picking up her cards.| Hearts. 
Rosz: I hope you’ve got something, partner. 
AueGy: Shall I play? 
Emi.y: Please. 
[He plays a card and Rose puts down her hand. SMITH 
comes in. She is a tall handsome girl of twenty. 
She holds herself well. She walks with grace and 
dignity. She is fair. It is obvious that she has perfect 
health of mind and body. Her manners are collected and 
reserved. She is dressed in black, with the apron and 
cap of a smart parlourmaid. 
Rose: [Getting up.] Bring the tea, Smith. 
SMITH: Very good, ma’am. 
[SmirH unfolds an occasional table and puts a cloth upon it. 
Rose: Have you got Mr. Freeman’s room ready? 


SMITH: Yes, ma’am. [She goes out. 
Mrs. Orro: Who on earth is Mr. Freeman? 
Rose: Tom. 
[Eminy looks up quickly, catches Rose’s eye, and looks 
away. 


Mrs, Orro: Your brother? 
Rose: [Looking at Emity with a smile.] Yes, he’s coming back 
to-day. 
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Mrs. Orro: Aren’t you awfully excited? 

Rosz: Do you think I look it? 

Emity: You can’t expect to play bridge if you talk all the 
time. 

Aucy: Thank goodness, here’s tea. 


[SmirH comes in with a tray on which are tea things. She 
goes out, comes in again with cakes, bread and butter, 
and scones, and goes out once more. 


Rosz: [Going back to the table.| I’m afraid I gave you a rotten 
hand. 


Mrs. Orro: I hadn’t a chance. 

Emizy: All the rest are mine. [She puts down her hand. 

Aucy: That’s game and rubber. 

Rose: You really have extraordinary luck, Emily. 

Emity: [Adding up the score.| There’s nothing in it. Twenty- 

two shillings. 

Mrs.Orro: I haven’t started to add yet. 

Rose: [Who has been adding.| ‘Twenty-two shillings. 

Mrs. Orro: We'd better settle up, hadn’t we? 

Rosse: We can go on after tea. 

Mrs. Orro: I thought you’d want to get rid of us. 

Rose: Whyr 

Mrs. Orro: At what time d’you expect your brother? 

Ross: I forget. He did wire. At what time was it, Algy? 
[ALGy gets up and fetches a telegram that is on a desk. 

Aucy: His train gets in at Waterloo at 4.50. 

Mrs. Orro: But aren’t you going to meet him? 


Rose: [With a short laugh.| Good heavens, no. Why on earth 
should I stand about a draughty station for half an hour? 


Mrs. Orro: But you haven’t seen him for ten years. 
Rose: Hight, to be precise. 
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Mrs. Orro: When Otto goes over to Paris for a week on 
business I always meet him when he comes back. 


Aucy: Doesn’t it bore you? 
Mrs. Orro: Yes, but Otto seems to think I ought to. 
Emity: Germans are so sentimental. 


Mrs. Orro: I wish you wouldn’t call him a German, 
Emily. He’s been naturalised for ten years. 


Ross: I’m sure Tom would hate me to go to meet him just 
as much as I should hate going. I think you’ll like him, 
Algy. He’s really rather funny sometimes. 

Aucy: I forget what he’s been doing out there? 

Rosz: Oh, all sorts of things. I know very little about him, 
you know. He’s written to me once or twice a year, but 
I’m always so busy, I never seem to have time to answer 
his letters. I believe he’s been farming in Rhodesia 
lately. 

Aucy: That sounds a cheerful occupation. 

Emity: Haven’t you a glass in here, Rose? I want to arrange 
my veil. 

Rose: No, Algy insisted on our taking it out. I forget why. 

Aucy: I hate looking-glasses in a drawing-room. It’s so 
beastly suburban. 

Emity: D’you mind if I go to your room, Rose? It harasses 
me to think that my hat is crooked. 

Rose: It’s not at all, but go by all means. You know your 
way, don’t your 

Emiry: Thank you. [She goes our. 

Auey: I think she’s rather overdone it to-day. 

Ross: I hope to goodness she’s not going to put any more 
on. Her eyes are too dreadful. 

Mrs. Orro: It’s a pity she makes up so much. 

Rose: She began it after her last engagement was broken off 
as an outward and visible sign of a broken heart. 
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Aucy: I feel the psychological moment is approaching when 
her hair will turn scarlet. 


Rosz: I should think that’ll come the next time her matri- 
monial schemes go wrong. 


Mrs. Orrto: She has been dreadfully unlucky, poor thing. 
Rose: You know she was engaged to Tom, don’t you? 


Mrs. Orro: No? 

Rose: That’s why it’s so funny they’re meeting to-day. She 
gave me such a look when I mentioned his name. I 
wonder if she thinks he’ll do after all 

Mrs. Orro: Did they break it off? 

Rosz: Oh, when Tom was hammered on the Stock Ex- 
change Emily very wisely sent him about his business. 
Aucy: Modern love has a very delicate constitution. It can 

hardly be expected to stand a shock like that. 

Rose: She consoled herself by getting engaged to a man in 
the Army. And after they’d been engaged for two or 
three years he was killed somehow or other. Such a bore 
for her! I believe he was quite well off. 

Aucy: And was it after that she began to rouge? 

Rose: Oh, no, she only powdered after that. She didn’t 
rouge till after the Jew. You don’t mind my calling him 
a Jew, darling, do you? 

Mrs. Orro: Oh, no. You know, Otto doesn’t mind being a 
Jew at all. He says it’s such a passport to good society. 

Rose: The Jew was positively tragic. He was frightfully 
rich, and he used to give her lovely things. She was 
delighted. You see, she was at least twenty-seven then, 
and she was beginning to be rather nervous. And 
suddenly, just when they were going to be married he 
was made co-respondent in a divorce case, and when it 
was all over he went to Emily and said that as he’d 
ruined the woman and she’d lost her position and 
heaven knows what, he felt it his duty to marry her, 
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Aucy: And Emily was left in the cart? 


Ross: She’s thirty-two now if she’s a day, and my im- 
pression is that she’d accept a chimney-sweep if he asked 
her. 

Mrs. Orro: I suppose she’s a great friend of yours, isn’t 
she? 


Rose: Oh, yes, I’m devoted to her. . . . Of course we all 
know she hasn’t a farthing. 


AuGy: Personally I think she plays bridge a great deal too 
well. 


Rosz: I only ask her if I can’t get anybody else to make a 
fourth. She always wins, and I find it quite hard enough 
to pay for my own frocks; I don’t want to pay for hers. 

Mrs. Orto: She really dresses very nicely, doesn’t she? 

Rose: I often wonder if it’s only on bridge that she does it. 

Aucy: At all events let us believe the worst about her. 

[Emity comes back. 

Emiry: Well, have you been tearing my character to pieces? 

Ross: [Impudently.] We haven’t left you a shred, darling. 


Emity: I thought not. I felt I must choose between my veil 
and my character when I left you. 

Rose: You wisely chose the more important. [As the door 
opens.| Ah, here comes my lord and master. 

[HERBERT DALLAS-BAKER comes in. He is a stout, bald 
man of forty-five, easy-going, rather pompous, common- 
place, and very well satisfied with his position of King’s 
Counsel. 

Dauas-BAKER: How d’you dor [He shakes hands with Mrs. 
Orro and Emity.] Hulloa, Algy! 


Aucy: Hulloa! 
Rosz: You’ve just come in time for tea. 
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Daias-BAKER: There was nothing doing in chambers, so I 
thought I’d come back and see if there was any bridge 
going. 

[RosE gives him tea and he sits down. 

Mrs. Orro: You can take my place, I shall have to be going. 

Rosze: Oh, nonsense. We’ll cut out. 

Dauas-Baker: [To Rosz.] I suppose your brother hasn’t 
turned up yet? 

Rosz: No, I daresay his train’s late. 

Da.uas-Baxer: [To Mrs. Orro.] It’s rather funny, I’ve never 
seen him, you know. I didn’t meet Rose till after he went 
out to the Cape. 

Rosz: He’s one of those restful people who take nothing 
seriously. He has no morals and no conscience. 

Mrs. Orro: He sounds perfectly delightful. 

Rose: On the other hand, he has a very neat gift for repartee 
and a very keen sense of humour. 

Aucy: Which is much more useful in a wicked world. 

Emirty: He may have changed in eight years. 

Rosz: Oh, I’m sure he hasn’t. He'll be just the same 
flippant, careless, delicious creature he always was. 

Dauias-BAkER: And what have you been doing to-day 
Algy? 

Aucy: Oh, we’ve had rather a busy day, haven’t we, Rose? 

Rose: We have rather. 

Aucy: I rolled up about eleven and took Rose to have a 
frock tried on. 

Rose: Algy’s perfectly invaluable at a dressmaker’s. He’s 
so full of ideas. 

Axcy: If I may say it without vanity, I do know a thing 
or two about frocks. 

Mrs. Orro: [With a laugh.| 1 wonder what Otto would say 
if I took a young man to help me try on a new frock. 
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Dauas-Baxker: [With a glance at Rose’s dress.] I suppose it 
depends on the result. 

Rose: I think Otto sounds rather suburban. 

Mrs. Orro: He’s not exactly suburban. He’s Maida Vale. 

Auey: After that we came back here and lunched and we’ve 
played bridge ever since. 

Rosz: I do think London’s so tiring. 

Emity: If we want to have another rubber before dinner we 
ought not to waste any more time. 

[They get up and come to the bridge-table. 

Mrs. Orro: I’m not going to play any more. I’m afraid I 
haven’t time. 

Datuas-BAker: Are you sure I’m not driving you away? 


Mrs. Orro: Not a bit. Pll just wait a few minutes and see 
what hands you’ve got, and then I must fly. 


Emity: Let’s cut for deal. [They cut. 
DA.uAs-BAKER: You and I, Miss Chapman. 
Emi ty: Yes. [ They sit down and Rost deals. 


Dauias-BAKER: Are you weak and weak? 

Emity: I am. 

Da.uas-BAKER: So am I. 

Emity: You don’t mind light no-trumpers, do your 

Da.uas-BAKER: No. 

Emity: It’s the only way to make money. 

Aucy: You put the fear of God into me, Miss Chapman. 

Rose: I say, it’ll be an awful bore if Tom comes before 
we've finished the rubber. 

Autcy: A merciful Providence is always good to card- 
players. 

Rosz: Nothing will induce me to stop in the middle of a 
hand. 

[Having finished dealing, she looks at her hand. 
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Rose: Hearts. 

Emity: Shall I play to hearts, partner? 

Da.uas-BAKER: Please do. 

[Emity puts down a card. The door opens and SMITH 
comes in to announce THOMAS FREEMAN. He comes 
in immediately after her, tempestuously, with his hat 
and coat on and a rug over his arm. He is a well-set-up 
man of thirty-five, big, muscular and strong. He has 
a hearty, enthusiastic manner and a boyish laugh. He 
is dressed in loose tweeds, quite well-cut, but not 
smartly. 

SMITH: Mr. Freeman. 

FREEMAN: Rose. 

Ross: Tactless creature! Why couldn’t you wait till I was 
dummy? 

FREEMAN: Rose. 

Rosse: Why on earth d’you bring all your luggage in with 
you? [With a little laugh of vexation.] I do hate people 
who come into my drawing-room with hats and coats. 

[FREEMAN, stopped in his rush towards her, stands quite 
still, looking at her in astonishment. SMITH comes 
forward. 

SMITH: Shall I take your coat, sir? 

FREEMAN: [With a pleasant smile.) If you wouldn’t mind. 

[He takes it off and she disembarrasses him of his rug 
and his hat. She takes them away. 

Rose: [Looking at dummy’s hand, which AuGy has placed on the 
table.| Let me see what you’ve got first. 

[FREEMAN with a smile goes to her, takes the cards out 
of her hand, turns her round, lifts her out of her chair, 
and kisses her. 

FREEMAN: Rose, I’ve not seen you for eight years. 

Rose: Don’t be idiotic, Tom. 


FREEMAN: Come, give me a kiss. 
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Rose: [To the others.| ?’m awfully sorry, I had no idea my 
brother was going to be so demonstrative. 


Emity: We’d better give the game up. 


Rosz: I suppose you had a rotten hand. J had a particularly 
good one. 

FREEMAN: [Drawing her towards him.| Don’t talk so much, 
Rose. Give me a kiss. 

Rose: [Swiling, but rather put out.| You're like a bull in a 
china-shop. 

[She kisses him, and he, taking her in his arms, holds 
her to him. 

FREEMAN: D’you know, I was frightened out of my wits. 
I was afraid you were ill when I didn’t see you at the 
station. 

Rosz: You didn’t expect me to come and meet you, did 
your 

FREEMAN: Of course I did, you selfish little beast. [With a 
gay laugh.) But it doesn’t matter. [As she tries to get 
away from him.) No, Pm not going to let you go. By 
George, I am so glad to see you again. 

Rosz: You’re making everybody feel very uncomfortable 
and me perfectly absurd. 

FREEMAN: [Re/easing her, with a smile.\ 1 apologise. 

Ross: If ’d known he was going to behave in this way I'd 
have received him in strict privacy. 

FREEMAN: [Going up to ALGy with outstretched hand.| I suppose 
you’re my brother-in-law. 

Axcy: I’m delighted to shake hands with you, but I haven’t 
that honour. 

Rose: This is Herbert. 

FREEMAN: [Rather taken aback, and shaking hands with Datuas- 
Baxer.| Oh! You—you might have sent me a photo- 


graph. 
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Dauas-BakeEr: I find as one grows older the camera has 
no great attraction for one. 


Rosg: And this is Emily Chapman. You remember her, 
don’t your 

FREEMAN: [Shaking hands cordially.| By Jove, it is ripping to 
see you. You haven’t changed a bit. 

Emity: It’s nice of you to say so. 

Rose: And this is Cynthia. Don’t you remember Cynthia 
Russell? 

FREEMAN: [Searching his memory.| A flapper! Good gracious 
me, how old I’m growing. 


Mrs. Orro: How d’you do—and good-bye. I really must 
be going away. . . . I think my husband used to know 
you when you were on the Stock Exchange. 


FREEMAN: You don’t mean to say you’re married. What is 
his name? 
Mrs. Orro: Otto Rosenberg. 


FREEMAN: No, I don’t think so. I used to know a fat old 
German Jew called Rosenberg, but he was old enough 
to be your father. 


Mrs. Orro: [Sé/ing.| That is my husband. 

FREEMAN: [Taken aback.] Oh! I beg your pardon, I’m so 
SOfrry. 

Mrs. Orro: It doesn’t matter at all. People do call him a 


fat old German Jew, but there’s not a girl I know who 
wouldn’t have been glad to marry him. 


FREEMAN: As long as you’re happy, that’s the chief thing, 
isn’t it? 
ALGy: How’s the son and heir? 


Mrs. Orro: Oh, he was rather seedy this morning. I just 
saw him for two minutes before I went out. 


FREEMAN: Have you got a baby? How old its he? 
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Mrs. Orro: Six weeks. [Looking at the watch on her wrist.] 
Good heavens! I’ve only just got time to go back and 
dress for the Opera. Otto’s so funny, he hates arriving 
late. 

FREEMAN: Are you able to leave your baby so long? 

Mrs. Orro: [Sarprised.] He’s got a nurse. 

FREEMAN: But you look the very picture of health. 

Mrs. Orro: What does he mean? 

FREEMAN: Aren’t you nursing him? 

Rose: [Remonstrating.| My dear Tom. 

Mrs. Orro: My dear Mr. Freeman, you don’t imagine I’m 
going to waste the next eight months of my life in that 
way. It’s bad enough beforehand, but really there are 
limits. 

FREEMAN: I beg your pardon. In Rhodesia we’re rather 
primitive in our habits. 

Mrs. Orro: [With @ laugh.| Absurd creature! [To Rossz.] 
Good-bye, dear, I’ve enjoyed my afternoon. 

Rose: Good-bye. It’s so nice to have seen you. Give my 
love to Otto. 

[Mrs. Orro nods to the others and goes out. 

Rose: [To FREEMAN /aughingly.| What on earth made you 
say that to Cynthia? 

FREEMAN: I think women ought to nurse their babies if 
they’re lucky enough to have them. 

Rose: You? 

[SmirH comes in and goes to FREEMAN. 

SmirH: Would you give me the key of your box, sir? I’ve 
unpacked the dressing-case. 

FREEMAN: [Giving her the key.| Thank you very much. [SMITH 
goes out.| It is splendid to have someone to do things 
for you when you’ve had to do everything for yourself 
for the Lord knows how long. 

Emiry: Haven’t you got a new parlourmaid, Rose? 
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Ross: No, I’ve had her since last summer. 

Emtty: I never noticed her before. | 

Rosz: Her father has a farm near the house we took for the 
long vacation. We used to get our eggs and brtter 
there. She wanted a place, so I took her. 

Emity: Hadn’t she ever been in service before? 

Rosz: Oh, yes, she’s been in some very good houses, but 
only in the country. She was very anxious to come to 
London. 

DALLAS-BAKER: She’s the best maid we’ve had for a long 
time. 

Ross: She’s been rather a success. She works like a horse, 
and she’s a very good needlewoman. 

FREEMAN: She’s a handsome woman. 

Rose: A parlourmaid isn’t a handsome woman, Tom; she 
has a good appearance. That’s really why I engaged her. 
Algy hates me to have ugly maids. 

AuGy: [To DaLLas-BAkErR.] You know that Rose and I have 
got a bet on about her? 

Dauias-BAKER: Have you? 

Aucy: Half a dozen pairs of gloves. 

Rose: Suéde gloves, and they’re not to cost less than five- 
and-six a pair. 

Atey: Of course a girl like that is bound to get into trouble. 
We’re both agreed that it’s only a question of time before 
she produces a little Smith. 

Emity: [Laxghing.] How absurd you are, Algy! 

AxuGy: We can’t make up our minds if it’s going to be the 
porter of the flats or the policeman. 

Rosz: I put my money on the policeman because he wears 
a uniform and an air of romance. 

Aucy: I back the porter because he’s on the spot, and 
opportunity is the first aid of love. 
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Datuas-BAKER: Why not the postman? He wears a uniform, 
he calls seven times a day, and there’s a dash about him 
that a policeman hasn’t got. 

Rose: What do you think, Tom? 


FREEMAN: [Frigid/y.] I? I suppose her father asked you to 
look after her when she came to London? 
Rosz: My dear Tom, have you no sense of humour? 


FREEMAN: I beg your pardon, I didn’t understand that the 
prospect of a young girl having an illegitimate child was 
a matter for hilarity. 


[They look at one another in astonishment. 

Aucy: [Coming over to Rose and taking her hand.| My dear 
Rose, allow me to offer you my sincerest sympathy. 

Rose: [Trying to laugh.| 1 can’t make him out. I think he 
must be playing an elaborate joke on us. 

Emizy: [Résing.] I think ’'m going to leave you to enjoy 
one another’s society. I feel sure you want to fall on one 
another’s necks and talk about long-deceased relatives. 

Rose: I’m sorry our bridge was interrupted. 

Emi y: [Ho/ding out her hand to FREEMAN.| Good-bye. 


FREEMAN: [Cordially taking both her hands.| Good-bye. I’m so 
glad to have seen you again. I hope to see a lot of you 
while I’m here. 

Emiy: I’m surprised you haven’t forgotten me. 

FREEMAN: What nonsense! I’ve often wondered what had 
become of you. It does one good to see old friends when 
one’s been away so long as I have. 

Emity: Good-bye. 

[She goes to the door accompanied by DALLAS-BAKER, 
who takes her out. 

FREEMAN: Nice girl. I’m sorry she hasn’t married. I was 


hoping to find her with half a dozen children when I 
came back. 
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Rosz: Didn’t it make you a little uncomfortable to see her 
again? 

FREEMAN: [Sarprised.] Why? 

Rose: You haven’t forgotten that you were engaged to her? 

FREEMAN: That’s no reason why we shouldn’t be friends 
now, is it? I was awfully cut up when she broke it off, 
but I know now that I was quite unfit to marry. I should 
have made her a very bad husband. 

Rose: After all, she only threw you over because you went 
broke. 

FREEMAN: Well, I bear her no illwill for it. I dare say it was 
very natural. 

Aucy: You appear to have a charming nature. 

FREEMAN: By the way, who ate you? 

Aucy: [Impudently.| I? Nobody. Algy. 

FREEMAN: That sufficiently explains itself. 

Auey: [With a laugh.| You have a pleasant way of putting 
things, haven’t you? 

FREEMAN: Now look here, I don’t want to seem disagreeable, 
but you show no signs of making a move, and I haven’t 
seen my sister for eight years. Don’t you think it would 
be a good idea if you hooked it? 

Rose: [Amused] Tom, you must behave yourself. You 
can’t neplect the ordinary forms of good society. 

FREEMAN: [Ca/mly.] Damn good society. 

Auey: It would be difficult after that to make my departure 
look quite natural, wouldn’t it? 

[DaALLAs-BAKER comes in. 


Da as-BAkEr: You're going to stay to dinner, Algy, aren’t 


your 

Axey: Your brother-in-law seems to think he would like to 
enjoy the society of his family without . . . [He hesitates 
for a word.) 


FREEMAN: [With a grim smile.] An outsider. 
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Rose: Nonsense, of course you must stay as usual. 


Auey: Ill just go and telephone to mother and tell her to 
‘ send my clothes along. I can change in your room, 
can’t IP 
Dauuas-BAKER: Certainly. 


Aucy: [To FReEMAN.] I’m sorry to annoy, but Rose’s cook 
is so much better than mother’s. 


DA.was-BAKER: [Rubbing his hands.| You must be very glad 
to get home again. 


FREEMAN: [Enthasiastically.| Glad! You don’t know how 
often I’ve lain awake at night out there and longed for 
the green lanes and the jolly grey skies of England. 


Aucy: Stop him, Rose, he’s just going to call it a tight little 
island. [ Ext. 

FREEMAN: [Taking no notice.| And when I landed I could have 
hugged everyone I saw, man, woman and child. I 
thought Southampton the most ripping place in the 
world. And in the train! My Lord, the green trees, and 
the great fat fields, and the little red-brick villas! And 
I kept on saying to myself, it’s England, England! 

Rosse: [With an ironical smile.) Moderate your transports, 
Tom. You’re making yourself ridiculous. 

FREEMAN: What do you think I care? And at Waterloo the 
porter asked me if I’d have a taxi. Not at any price, I 
said. Get me a growler. And when I got in and smelt 
its good old musty stink, I really felt I was in London. 

Datuas-BAKER: You'll find a lot of changes since you went 
away. Motor-cabs, motor-omnibuses, tubes. We've 
moved since you left us. 

FREEMAN: [Thoughtfully.] I wonder. 


Dautas-BAKEr: The progress of the last ten years has been 
perfectly phenomenal. You may take my word for it. 


Ross: You’re getting prosy, Herbert. 
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Dauzias-BAKer: Am I? It’s the greatest city the world has 
ever known. .. . Pll go and see what wine Smith has 
got out for dinner. [He goes out. 

FREEMAN: I’m sorty I was rather sniffy with your friend just 
now, but I did so want to be alone with you. 

Rosz: You’ve succeeded in putting your foot in it very 
thoroughly since you arrived. 

FREEMAN: Never mind, I dare say they'll all forgive me. 
[He goes to Rose, takes her by the shoulders, and makes her 
stand in front of him.| Let me look at you. 

Rose: [Tryng to release herself.| Don’t be idiotic, Tom. 

FREEMAN: Are you happy, dear? 

Rosz: Of course I’m happy. 

FREEMAN: I’ve been so anxious about you. 

Rosse: Why? 

FREEMAN: I knew nothing about your husband except that 
he was a good deal older than you. 

Rose: That’s inevitable, isn’t it, unless you want to scrub 
along on twopence a year? Men don’t seem to earn 
enough to keep a wife decently till they’re about forty. 

FREEMAN: I’m so relieved that it’s all right. 

Rose: What on earth have you been fussing about? 
FREEMAN: [S/ipping his arm round her waist.| | was afraid that 
you might be awfully disappointed at having no children. 
Rose: [With a Jaugh.| But, my dear Tom, we could have lots 
if we wanted to. If we haven’t got any family it’s 

because we take jolly good care not to. 

FREEMAN. [Releasing her, dryly.| I was under the impression 
that a woman could suffer no greater misfortune than 
to have no children. 

Rose. [With a laugh.] You’re a perfect fool, Tom. Herbert 
makes about two thousand a year and we have a very 
decent time on it. We go to St. Moritz and Paris and 
Marienbad, and we take a house in the country. And if 
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we’re bored we can always stand ourselves a theatre and 
a little supper at the Carlton. But we couldn’t do that 
if we had half a dozen children. 

FREEMAN: I see. That never struck me. 

Ross: And besides, I want to enjoy myself. ’'m not going 
to waste my youth in having babies. For six months 
Cynthia Rosenberg simply couldn’t do anything. She 
led a dog’s life. 

FREEMAN: I should have thought it was a great happiness as 
well as a great privilege to have children. 

Rose: My dear Tom, I’m growing seriously uneasy. I’m 
dreadfully afraid you’ve become a prig. 

[DALLAS-BAKER comes in. 

Datias-BAKER: I thought we’d kill the fatted calf to cele- 
brate the prodigal’s return. 

Ross: [Svi/ing.] That sounds like champagne. 

Dauuas-BAKER: I’ve got just a little more Moét et Chandon, 
’98. I thought this would be an admirable opportunity 
to drink it. 

Rose: [With a smile at FREEMAN.] We couldn’t give you 
Moét et Chandon if we had to provide for a pack of 
squalling brats, Tom. 

FREEMAN: [Good-humouredly.| I’m afraid you’ll be quite cer- 
tain I’m a prig, but to tell you the truth I would just as 
soon drink beer. 

[ALGY PEPPERCORN comes in. 

Axcy: My mother sends her love by the telephone and my 
clothes by a messenger-boy. 

Rosz: She’s a most domesticated parent. 

[Auey brings forward a chair and sits exactly in front of 
FREEMAN. 

FREEMAN: What are you doing that for? 

Aucy: Just before you came Rose was assuring us that you 
had a pretty wit. Pray scintillate. 


134 SMITH ACT I 


FREEMAN: [Laxghing.] You’re a foolish youth. If I was rude 
to you just now I beg your pardon. 

Aucy: You were rude to me, but by begging my pardon 
you assume a pose of superiority which I resent. 

FREEMAN: I’m afraid I don’t understand what you’re talking 
about. 

Auey: I beg your pardon. In all future conversation I will 
do my best to limit myself to words of two syllables. 
FREEMAN: [Svz/ing.] I dimly perceive that you’te trying to 

make yourself disagreeable, and I wonder why. 

Auey: I’m coming to the conclusion that I don’t like you. 

FREEMAN: It distresses me infinitely. May I inquire why? 

Auey: I haven’t quite made up my mind. I only know that 
at present you don’t meet with my approval. You don’t 
mind my telling you, do you? 

FREEMAN: Not at all. I never mind what a man says to me 
when I know I could knock him down if I wanted to. 

Axcy: You know, Rose, this brother of yours is uncivilised. 
That is what is the matter with him. He smells too 
strongly of mother earth. 

FREEMAN: I suppose your nostrils are more accustomed to 
patchouli. 

Axcy: A repartee at last, and what a bad one! You’re 
lamentably of your period. 

FREEMAN: I beg your pardon? 

Auxey: You positively reek of nineteen hundred and one. 

Rosz: You’re a great disappointment, Tom. You’ve changed 
in the most extraordinary way. 

FREEMAN: I? If you’d asked me an hour ago, I’d have said 
I was just the same as ever I was. But now... I 
wonder if it’s I who’ve changed, or all of your 

Rose: [With comic desperation.] Oh, my dear, don’t take a 
casual remark too seriously. What would become of 
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conversation if every time one said it was a fine day 
one was answered with a philosophical reflection? 


FREEMAN: [Getting up and stretching himself.| 1 suppose I have 
changed. I remember that I left England with a sinking 
heart. When the slump came that broke me, I thought 
I'd lost everything worth living for. I couldn’t realise 
life away from London, with theatres and music-halls. 
My idea of a holiday was the river and Maidenhead. My 
idea of pleasure was supper at Romano’s. I hunted a 
bit, I raced a bit, and I have no doubt that I drank more 
than was good for me. 


Aucy: My dear fellow, aren’t you making a speech? 
FREEMAN: [Looking at him.| 1 suppose I was very like you. 


Auer: I beg your pardon? 


FREEMAN: I see in you the man I must have been, and I’m 
filled with a very lively feeling of disgust. 


Auey: [Imperturbably.| I don’t believe you were ever half as 
agreeable as I am. 

FREEMAN: I bless that slump now that ruined me. Except 
for that I might be making five thousand a year. 


Ross: “And Emily Chapman would be driving her own car. 


Datuas-BAkER: But what on earth made you go out to the 
Cape? 

FREEMAN: It was the obvious thing to do, and I'd done the 
obvious all my life . . . I began to learn a thing or two 
vety quickly. I went out second-class, you know, and 
there were some pretty rough fellows on board. We 
had some dirty weather in the Channel and I was as 
sick as a dog. In the evening I went on deck to get a 
breath of air, and as I passed the smoking-room some 
great hulking brute, three parts drunk, called out to me 
to have a drink. Well, I wasn’t feeling at all like drinks, 
and I refused. 


Dauzas-BaxkeEr: I must say I don’t wonder. 
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FREEMAN: Then he came and caught hold of me and said: 
By God, you’re going to have a drink. I told him to go 
to hell, and as he wouldn’t let go of me, I hit him. He 
whipped out a revolver and I thought: Good Lord, that’s 
the end of me. But I was in a beastly temper and there 
was a bottle of whisky on the bar at my elbow. I dare 
say it’s never struck you what a good weapon a full 
bottle makes. 


Aucy: The only use to which civilised people put full 
bottles is emptying them. 


FREEMAN: Well, before he could shoot, I caught the bottle 
by the neck and gave him simply a thundering swipe 
over the head with it. He just went down like a stone 
and there was about the thickest row I’ve ever been in. 


Dauuas-BakeEr: I can say quite frankly that I should hate 
to go out to the Cape second-class if that is the way they 
treat the inoffensive traveller. 


FREEMAN: Oh well, that was a good many years ago. 
Daxuas-BAKER: Weren’t you hurt? 


FREEMAN: I was rather knocked about, but nobody tried to 
play the fool with me any more. And the man I’d 
stunned was in bed for a fortnight. He was the first 
man I’d ever downed in my life,and d’you know, it gave 
me a lot of satisfaction. It’s a ripping sensation to knock 
a man down. 


Auey: I dare say I should like it if there was no chance of 
his hitting me back when he got up. 


FREEMAN: It not only cured me of seasickness, but it gave 
me a lot of food for reflection. It occurred to me that 
a gift for repartee was not nearly so useful in the life I 
was going to as a good heavy fist. And within three 
months I was thanking my stars that I’d got a strong 
pair of arms. 


Rose: Why? 
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FREEMAN: Because, when I came to the end of my money I 
was glad to get a job as luggage porter in a Jo’burg 
hotel. And I got it because anyone could see I was a 
beefy sort of cove. 


Rose: But why didn’t you write? 

FREEMAN: Well, I thought I’d like to come through on my 
own. And I’ve done it. I’ve got a rattling fine farm in 
Rhodesia, and I’ve made a bit of money. There’s only 
one thing I want now, and I’ve come over to England 
to get it. 

Datuas-BAkEr: And what is that? 

Auey: It’s even money between an agricultural implement 
and a bagatelle board. 

FREEMAN: It happens to be neither. 

Aucy: Sold again! 

FREEMAN: For a good many years I had to work so devilish 
hard that I had no time for thinking, but after a bit I 
began to think a little. I used to look at the dawn on 
the veldt and think how jolly life was, and I used to look 
at the stars and wonder what the devil life meant. But 
after a time I got sick of that and I grew restless and 
humpy. I couldn’t make out what the deuce was the 
matter with me. Suddenly I hit it. I knew what I 
wanted, and I packed up my trunk next day. 

Rose: Well, do tell us what it is, Tom. 

FREEMAN: My dear, what should it be? I’d discovered that 
man was not made to live alone. 

Ross: A wife? 

FREEMAN: I’ve got six clear weeks to find one. 

Aucy: You’d better advertise. 

FREEMAN: Well, I wouldn’t mind that at a pinch. But I 
thought Rose might be able to do something for me. 

Ross: IP? D’you want me to find you a wife? 

Dauuas-BAKER: But what about love? 
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FREEMAN: One can’t do everything in six weeks. But if you 
put a strong healthy man and a strong healthy woman 
together, love will come. I promise to love anyone who’s 
not absolutely plain and who has a good temper and a 
good appetite. 

Aucy: Rose, we'll start a matrimonial agency. 

Rose: [Sw/ing.| You must give me the exact list of your 
requirements. 

FREEMAN: I haven’t got many. I only want my wife to be 
a decent, honest sort of woman, not afraid of work, and 
it’s no good her caring much for society because the 
only society she’s likely to get is mine. 

RosE: Upon my word, I don’t know anyone who’d do. 

[SMITH comes in. 

SmirH: [To Aucy.] A messenger-boy has brought your bag 
round, sir. There’s eightpence to pay. 

Aucy: Oh, Herbert, you might give Smith eightpence, will 
you? 

SMITH: [To FREEMAN.] Here are your keys, sir. 

FREEMAN: [Indifferent/ly.] Thank you. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 


THE SECOND ACT 


ScENE: The dining-room in the DALuAS-BAKERS’ flat. There 
is a round table in the middle set out for luncheon for one 
person. On one side is a Sheraton sideboard, and near it a 
trap-door through which dishes can be handed from the kitchen. 
There are Sheraton chairs about the room; in the corner is a 
grandfather’s clock; on the walls are autotypes of English 
pictures. There is the same suggestion as in the drawing-room 
of undistinguished good taste. There are two windows at the 
back. 


SMITH és seated by one of the windows; she has a little pile of 
linen by her side, and is darning a sock. At the other window 
on a pair of steps is FLETCHER, the porter of the flats. He 
is cleaning the windows. On the floor by his side is a pail of 
water, and he has a rag made into a swab in his hands. He 
is a perky young man with a small moustache. He wears the 
trousers of his porter’s uniform, shirt-sleeves of grey flannel, 
and a long, rather dirty apron. When the curtain rises for a 
moment there ts silence. Both go on with their work. Then 
SMITH looks up at the clock. 


SMITH: You’ll have to get out of here in a minute. 


FLercHer: [ve just finished. I’ve only got the polishing 
to do. 


SMITH: It’s getting near your dinner-time, isn’t it? 

FLETCHER: I’ve been thinking I felt a vacuum this last ’alf- 
hour. 

SmitH: Is that your last window? 


FLercHer: Yes, and jolly glad Iam, too. I’ve been cleaning 
windows since eight o’clock this morning. 
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SmitH: Cook was saying she wondered you did all the flats 
in one day. 

FiercHer: All my block Ido. I like to get em over. When 
I sit down to my sausages and mash I like to say to 
myself: There, Albert, you’ve earned so much. 

SMITH: I suppose it pays you pretty well cleaning the 
windows? 

FLETCHER: Well, it depends what you call paying. 

SMITH: How much do they give you? 

FLETCHER: Sixpence a window, large and small. 

SMITH: I wouldn’t mind doing it for that. 

FLErcHeEr: It’s not woman’s work. 

SmitrH: And what d’you do with the money? 

FLETCHER: Put it in the savings-bank. That’s one thing 
people can’t say about me, they can’t say I’m not steady. 

SmirH: And there’s another thing they can’t say about you, 
they can’t say you haven’t got a good opinion of 
yourself. 

FLETCHER: That’s a nice thing to say to a feller. 

SmitH: [With a chuckle.| That’s why I said it. 

FLETCHER: [Turning round and leaving off his work.| 1 kep’ this 
room till the last. 

SMITH: Convenient, just when lunch is ready. 

FLETCHER: I suppose you don’t know why, do you? 

SMITH: I do not. 

FLercHer: Well, you give a guess, and I’ll tell you if you’re 
right. 

SMITH: I’ve got something better to do, thank you. 

FLETCHER: [Getting down from the steps.| Look ’ere, you ain’t 
forgot what I asked you the other day. 

SMITH: I haven’t had much chance, as you’ve reminded me 
every time I’ve seen you. 

FLETCHER: What ’ave you got against me? 
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Smrru: I haven’t got anything against you. 

FLETCHER: I’m steady. 

SmitH: Oh, steadiness isn’t everything in a man. 

FLETCHER: Now, that’s just like a woman. If you’re steady 
they want you wild, and if you’re wild they want you 
steady. 

Smiru: I’m sorry for that donkey. 


FLETCHER: [Sarprised.]| What donkey? 
SmirH: The donkey whose hind leg you could talk off. 


FLercHer: Now look ’ere, for the third time of asking: I’ve 
got twenty-five bob a week, and there’s the window- 
‘ cleaning and the Christmas-boxes and the tips. 


SmitH: I tell you ’m thinking of it. I can’t do more than 
that. 


FLETCHER: What’s service? Work, work, work, and no 
thanks for it. 


SmirH: It wouldn’t be all play, play, play, if I was married. 

FLETCHER: Well, you would be working for yourself, and 
chance it. We could make a nice little ome downstairs. 

SmMiTH: I don’t know as I want to live all my life in a 
basement. 

FLETCHER: Well, where do you want to live? 

SMITH: That’s my business. 

FLETCHER: Oh! [Pause.] D’you mean you won’t? 

SMITH: Bless the man, I don’t mean anything. I don’t say 
yes, and I don’t say no. 

FLETCHER: Ohl! 

SMITH: If you don’t like to leave it at that, you can take 
yourself off and your steps and your dirty water. 

FLETCHER: All right, I won’t hurry you. 

[He takes up the pail and his steps and goes towards the 
door. He stops. 
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FLETCHER: You wouldn’t come to a music-’all with me, my 
next evening off, would your 

SMitH: [Swiling.] P’raps I couldn’t get out. 

Fiercuer: And if you could? 

SmitH: Well, I might if you pressed me. But mind, it 
wouldn’t mean yes. 

FLETCHER: It wouldn’t mean no either, would it? 

SmirH: It would mean that I was making up my mind. 

Frercuer: [He pats down his things and comes forward.) You 
don’t dislike me, do you? 

SMITH: You take them things away and go and have your 
dinner. 

FLETCHER: There’s no getting a straight answer out of you 
to anything. 

SmirH: I don’t dislike you more than I dislike anybody else. 

FLETCHER: Well, that’s better than a poke in the eye with 
a blunt stick, ain’t it? 

SMITH: I suppose it is. 

FLETCHER: Good morning to you. 

SMITH: Good morning. 

[He goes out. SMITH proceeds with her work, smiling to 
herself as she thinks of the conversation she has just 
had. She puis down the sock she has been darning and 
takes up another, puts her hand through the hole in tt 
and laughs. FREEMAN comes in. She gets up and 
gathers her work together. 

FREEMAN: Don’t move. 

SmitH: I brought my work in here, sir, because the light’s 
better. In these flats you can’t see to do anything at the 
back. 

FREEMAN: Those look suspiciously like some things of mine. 

SmirH: Yes, sir. 

Freeman: Did my—did Mrs. Dallas-Baker tell you to mend 
them? 
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SmitH: [Concealing the shadow of a smile.) No, sir. They was 
in such a state, I thought I’d better try and do something 
with them. 


FREEMAN: D’you often do work that you’re not told to do? 
SmirH: When I see a thing wants doing, sir, I try and do it. 
FREEMAN: That’s not the way to get on in service, you know. 
SmirH: I don’t like to see a gentleman go about in rags. 


FREEMAN: I’m afraid some of my things are in rather a 
beastly state. 


SmitH: Well, the truth is, it’s just waste of labour mending 
them. [She puts her hand through the hole in the sock.| Look 
at that, sirl 


FREEMAN: I’d better buy some more, hadn’t I? 
SMITH: Well, sir, I don’t think it would do you any harm. 
FREEMAN: I’]] get half a dozen pairs to-day. 


SMITH: If you’d excuse me saying it, sir, I’d get a dozen 
while you’re about it. It makes them last ever so much 
longer. 


FREEMAN: [Syiling.] All right, Pll get a dozen pairs. 
SMITH: And you want some pyjamas badly, sir. 
FREEMAN: Very well, I'll get some pyjamas. 

SmirH: Are you ready for your lunch, sir? 

FREEMAN: Rather. Is Mrs. Dallas-Baker not coming in? 
SMITH: No, sir. 

FREEMAN: All right. 

[Smiru goes out. In a moment she comes in again with an 
entrée-dish in which there are eggs. FREEMAN Sits 
down. She hands him the eggs and he takes some. She 
puts them back on the sideboard. 

SmirH: Will you drink hock or claret, sir? 
FREEMAN: Hock, please. 

[She pours out some hock for him, and stands by the side- 

board while he eats. He gives her a look. 
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FREEMAN: You need not wait if you don’t want to. I can 
ring when I’m ready. 
SMITH: [Whithout moving.| Thank you, sir. [Panse. 
FREEMAN: D’you like to stand there and watch me eat? 
SMITH: I like to do things properly, sir. 
FREEMAN: Just as you choose. 
SMITH: If you’d rather I didn’t wait, sir... 
FREEMAN: I wish you to please yourself. [Pause. 
FREEMAN: Will you give the cook my compliments and tell 
her these eggs are capital? 
SMITH: Thank you, sir. [ Pause. 
FREEMAN: Oh, I’m very much obliged to you for looking 
after my linen. 
SMITH: Thank you, sir. 
FREEMAN: I’ve not had anyone to do that sort of thing for 
me for a very long time. 
[SmirH hands the dish to him again. 
FREEMAN: No, thank you. . . . Jolly weather, isn’t it? 
SMITH: Yes, sir. 
[She sakes his plate away and puts a clean one in its place. 
She opens a trap-door in the wall and recewes a dish 
which is pushed through from the kitchen. She hands 
him cutlets and potatoes. 
FREEMAN: It’s rather dull eating alone, isn’t it? 
SMITH: Some people mind it and some people don’t. 
FREEMAN: You don’t object to my making a few attempts 
at conversation, do you? 
SMitH: Not if you wish it, sir. 
FREEMAN: [With a twinkle in his eye.) You mustn’t expect too 
much of me. You see, I’ve been away so long. 
[Smiru stands sedately by the sideboard. After a 
moment's hesitation she makes up her mind to speak. 
SmiruH: Excuse me, sir, is Rhodesia far? 
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FREEMAN: It is, rather. 

SmirH: Farther than Australia? 

FREEMAN: I don’t know. Why? 

SmitH: I was thinking. 

FREEMAN: Your father’s a farmer, isn’t he? 

SMITH: Yes, sir. 

FREEMAN: So am I, you know. 

SmiTH: I expect you farm a lot of land. 

FREEMAN: Two thousand acres. 

SmirH: That makes all the difference. They say you can’t 
make farming pay unless you do it on a big scale. 

FREEMAN: Why d’you go into service instead of helping 
your father? 

SMITH: Oh, we’ve all gone out, sir. There are too many 
mouths to feed at home, and father has enough to do 
to make both ends meet. 

FREEMAN: D’you like being a parlourmaid? 

SMITH: One has to do what one can, sir. 

FREEMAN: Why don’t you go to Rhodesia? Able-bodied 
young women are worth their weight in gold out there. 

SMITH: I was thinking of it. 

FREEMAN: [Taken aback.| Thinking of going to Rhodesia? 

SMITH: No, sir. I don’t know anything about Rhodesia. 
I’ve got a sister married in Sydney, and she says I can 
stay with her till I get something to do. She was a 
cook, and one of them agencies got hold of her and 
took her out. 

[Smiru stops as she realises that she is talking too much. 
She hands the cutlets to FREEMAN. 

FREEMAN: No, thank you. [Smiru fakes his plate away.| Yes? 

Smit: I forget when I begin talking. 

FREEMAN: Oh, that doesn’t matter. Fire away. 
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Smiru: I don’t know what Mr. Thompson would say if he 
caught me talking to a gentleman while I was waiting 
at table. 


FREEMAN: Who’s Mr. Thompson? 

SmirH: He was the butler in my first place, sir, and he 
trained me. 

FREEMAN: [Syi/ing.] Well, I think there is every reason to 
believe that Mr. Thompson isn’t in the least likely to 
find out. 

[Smit opens the trap-door and gets another dish, 

FREEMAN: If that’s a sweet you’re bringing me J won’t have 
it at any price. Give me a little bit of cheese, and IJ shall 
have had enough to last me a week. 

SMITH: Very good, sir. 

FREEMAN: [4s she hands him the cheese.| Go on about your 
sister. 

SmiTH: I don’t think the mistress would like me to talk to 
you, sit. 

FREEMAN: Then I shan’t eat any cheese. 

SMITH: [W7h a very slight, shy smile.| Well, she hadn’t been 
in Sydney three months before a gentleman asked her 
to marry him. He was a cab-proprietor, and now she 
can ride in forty-three cabs if she likes. As I wrote and 
told her, she’s carriage-folk now and no mistake. 

FREEMAN: And—pardon my asking—has she got a cab- 
proprietor waiting for you? 

SMITH: They’re not all cab-proprietors in Sydney. 

FREEMAN: I expect there’d be some congestion of traffic if 
they were. 

SMITH: [Innocently.] And they couldn’t all make a living, 
could they? 

FREEMAN: [S*iling.] I suppose they’d be reduced to driving 
one another about. 

SMITH: My sister says ’'d marry in six months if I liked. 
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FREEMAN: Have you taken a ticket yet? 
SmiTH: I’m in no hurry. 


FREEMAN: But you ought to marry. That’s what young 
women are made for. 


SmirH: I don’t need to go to the other side of the world to 
do that. 


FREEMAN: That sounds as if you had something in view not 
very far from London. 


SmitH: Well, I may have and I may not. 
FREEMAN: I suppose you wouldn’t tell me who it is. 
SMITH: You’ve finished your cheese, sir. 


FREEMAN: I'll have an apple... . No, all right. You 
needn’t bother about changing my plate. 
[She hands him the apples. 
FREEMAN: [As he takes one.]| Welle 


SMITH: I am talking, sir. 
FREEMAN: It helps my digestion. 


SmitH: Well, sir, there is a young fellow who’s asked me 
to have him. And of course if I do I shan’t go to Sydney. 

FREEMAN: D’you like him? 

SMITH: Well, sir, I like him. But I don’t know if I like him 
well enough to marry him. He always makes me laugh 
at the things he says. 


FREEMAN: That’s not a bad thing in a husband, you know. 


SmirH: I don’t know if I should laugh at them if I heard 
them all day long. 


FREEMAN: That’s always the danger of marrying a humorist. 
SmirH: And he gets so cross when I say chestnuts. 
FREEMAN: Oh, they’re touchy. They look upon it as a 
personal affront if you’ve heard their jokes before. 
[FREEMAN fakes a cigarette out of his case. 
SmirH: I'll see if your coffee’s ready, sir. 
[Sde goes ont. Presently DALLAS-BAKER comes in. 
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FREEMAN: Hulloa, are you back? 

Dauwas-Baxer: Yes. Saturday afternoon, you know. I 
didn’t expect to find anybody in. 

FREEMAN: [Gefting up.] Where is Rose? Do you know? 

Datuas-BAkER: Not in the least. I suppose she’s lunching 
somewhere with Algy. 

FREEMAN: You appear to be singularly indifferent to her 
whereabouts. 

Dauias-BAKER: [Light/y.] I’m the model husband. I make 
a point of never interfering. 

[SmirH comes in with coffee, to which FREEMAN helps 
himself. 

FREEMAN: You’re not going to have any coffee? 

Dauuas-BAKER: No, I’ve already had it. I lunched in Hall. 

[SmirH goes out. FREEMAN hesitates for a moment, then 
decides to speak. 

FREEMAN: I’ve been wanting to have a talk with you for two 
or three days. 

Da.Las-BAKER: Oh? 

FREEMAN: I hate being told to mind my own business, and 
I dare say that’s exactly what you’ll tell me. 

Dautas-BAKER: [With a vague gesture.| My dear fellow . 

FREEMAN: D’you think it’s wise to let Rose go about so 
much with Peppercorn? 

Dauwas-Baker: [Sarprised.| Why shouldn’t she? 

FREEMAN: [Somewhat embarrassed.| ve been here a fortnight. 
Not a day has passed without that young man coming 
to at least one meal. I never come into the flat without 
finding him sprawling. And when he’s not here it’s 
because he’s out with Rose. 

Dauas-BakER: Rose likes him. 

FREEMAN: [Frigid/y.] That is a fact which could hardly escape 
one’s observation. 
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DaLas-Baker: But I like him too. He’s just as much my 
friend as Rose’s. 


+. FREEMAN: [Dry/y.] Yes. 


Da.uas-BakeErR: And . . . and she does him good. It’s the 
very best thing for a young man to go about with a 
woman older than himself. 

FREEMAN: If I were in your place I should think the toe of 
my boot would be a damned sight better for him than 
the uninterrupted society of my wife. 

ALLAS-BAKER: But... Youdon’t suggest thatI should... 
: [He stops, puyzled and bothered. 

FREEMAN: Kick him out? I do indeed. 

Dauvas-BAKER: But I’ve got no reason to do anything of 
the kind. He’s always been charming to me. Besides, 
Rose wouldn’t hear of it. 


."REEMAN: Rose can be brought to see that she’s making a 
fool of herself. 


Dauias-BaxkeEr: But I like him. I’m very much attached to 
him. 

FREEMAN: I suppose there’s no accounting for taste. 

DALuAs-BAKER: If you'll forgive my saying so, I think this 
is a matter on which you’re not capable of judging. 
You’ve been living in a primitive state where men are 
tyrants and women chattels. But this is London. 


FREEMAN: My dear fellow, in London, Buluwayo, or Kam- 
chatka there’s only one result of throwing a young man 
and a young woman in one another’s society all day long. 


Dauas-BAkER: Nonsense. It’s a convention of novelists 
that you can’t leave two persons of opposite sex alone 
for five minutes without asterisks—and a baby. We live 
in a highly civilised community. We’ve got ten thou- 
sand interests to occupy us. Algy’s never thought of 
Rose in that way. 


FREEMAN; Then all I can say is, more fool he. 
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Dauias-BaxKer: [Astounded.] What! 


FREEMAN: Rose is a pretty woman. She’s well dressed and 
very jolly. If a young man can be with her morning, 
noon and night, with all the advantages of a complacent 
husband who sits by and twiddles his thumbs, and he 
doesn’t make love to her, he must be a contemptible ass. 


Datuas-BaAkER: But . . . but you’re contradicting yourself 
You’re grossly contradicting yourself. 

FREEMAN: No, I’m not. With decent, normal people, friend- 
ship between the sexes is impossible. It either leads on 
to love or it follows it. 

Datuas-BAxeEr: [Ironically.| An hors d’auvre or a savoury, I 
suppose. 

FREEMAN: If you like. 

DALLAS-BAKER: [Beginning to be vexed.| Rose knows quite 
well how to take care of herself. After all, I know her 
better than you do, I suppose. She’s my wife. 

FREEMAN: [Frigid/y.] If she weren’t, you can bet your boots 
I shouldn’t be discussing her with you. 

DALLAS-BAKER: She’s not at all the sort of woman to do 
anything silly. She takes no interest in love and that 
kind of nonsense. 

FREEMAN: Surely she has her five senses like other women? 

DALLAS-BAKER: Of course she has her five senses, but they’re 
spiritualised. They’re . . . You’re so coarse... 

FREEMAN: My dear fellow, in that case I’d much sooner they 
committed adultery. 

DALLAS-BAKER: [A stounded.] Whatl 

FREEMAN: It’s far better that they should be decent, normal 
people and break every commandment in the Decalogue 
than the monsters you represent them. They must be 
beneath apes. 

DALLAS-BakER: Come, come, this is going too far. This is 
beyond a joke. Really ...I don’t know what you 
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mean. Beneath apes! Monstrous, monstrous. You’ve 
got no... Upon my soul... 


[He bubbles over with incoherent indignation. 
[Rose and ALGy come in. She is in walking costume. 


Rose: Why on earth are you in here? [She remarks her 
husband's vexation.] What’s the matter? 


DALLAS-BAKER: [Irritably.| ‘The matter? Nothing’s the 
matter. A joke’s a joke. 

[He goes out muttering to himself. 

Aucy: [To FReEMAN.] I can’t help thinking you’ve been 
trying to make yourself amiable. 

[Rose gives FREEMAN a Jook, and then follows her 

husband out of the room. 

FREEMAN: Apparently my efforts haven’t met with the 

success they no doubt deserved. 


AuGy: I suspect that your touch is a little—elephantine. 


FREEMAN: [Good-humouredly.| You can’t expect me to have 
such a facility for small talk as you who make a business 
of it. 

Auey: An art, my dear fellow, an art. 

FREEMAN: I hope you find it a profitable one. 

Auey: It is my only means of livelihood, and as you see I 
go to a tolerable tailor . . . I am able to lunch at the 
Ritz when the fancy seizes me. 

FREEMAN: [B/and/y.| But then, unless ’m mistaken, you 
allow your companion to pay the bill. 

Aucy: I perceive you are trying to be somewhat offensive. 

FREEMAN: I should have thought you perceived I was 
succeeding. 

Aucy: They have such queer notions of good manners in 
the British Colonies. 

FREEMAN: [De/iberately.| Haven’t you been lunching with 
Rose? 
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Auey: I have. 
FREEMAN: And didn’t she pay the bill? 
AuGy: She did. 


FREEMAN: I’m afraid you'll think me unreasonably squeam- 
ish. I shouldn’t like to have a meal stood me by a woman. 
It would make me feel uncomfortably like one of those 
alien gentlemen for whom the police provided a ticket 
for the Continent and an escort to Charing Cross. 

Aucy: [With a laugh.] You’re too absurd. Why on earth 
shouldn’t Rose ask me to lunch with her at a restaurant 
just as much as in her own house? 

FREEMAN: Can you tell me w/y she should ask you to lunch 
with her at all? 

Aucy: Certainly. She finds me useful, entertaining and 
instructive. 

FREEMAN: [Sarcastically.| 1 suppose you’ve been helping her 
to try on a new frock this morning? 

AxGy: No, we bought half a dozen pairs of stockings, and 
then we went to the National Gallery. 

FREEMAN: How old are you? 

Auer: Twenty-eight. But I think I look less. 

FREEMAN: You appear healthy enough and fairly strong. 
Haven’t you ever done any work? 

Aucy: I was once in a motor-car business, but it went 
smash. 

FREEMAN: Why don’t you do something else? 

Axcy: I’m vaguely looking out for another motor-car 
business. 

FREEMAN: That seems to be the refuge of every incompetent 
wastrel in the kingdom. 

AuGy: In Europe, my dear fellow. 

FREEMAN: I should have more patience with you if you were 
a fool pure and simple, but you’re not that. 
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Axcy: Now you flatter me. I must be on my guard. 


FREEMAN: You’re shrewd enough in your way. I dare say 
you could make quite a decent living if you tried, but 
you prefer to be a parasite. 

Aucy: That’s a good word. 

FREEMAN: But what an unpleasant thing. 

Axcy: My dear fellow, we’re taught to do our duty in that 
state of life in which a merciful Providence has placed 
us. A merciful Providence has provided me with a fond 
mother who can afford to give me board and lodging, 
but not enough money to buy clothes and tobacco. 


FREEMAN: And rather than work you live on your friends? 

AxGy: I wouldn’t put it in that way. The civilisation of the 
present day has given rise to a variety of professions, 
and I have adopted one which is not nearly so well paid 
as it should be, considering how essential it is to modern 
society. 

FREEMAN: And that is? 

Auxey: It is too new to have a definite name, but those who 
follow it are known either as poodle dogs or tame cats. 


FREEMAN. [Amused against his will.| You have no false shame. 


Autcy: Why should IP I am a benefactor of my species. 
What d’you suppose Rose and Herbert would do without 
me? And there are thousands of couples like them who 
are bored to death with their own company and want 
aman like me to amuse them. I shop with Rose, and take 
her to the play when Herbert has briefs to read. I play 
bridge with her in the afternoons, and when she gives 
a party I make things go off well. On Sundays I play 
golf with Herbert, and I play just well enough for him 
to beat me on the last green. If Rose is unwell I play 
piquet with him in the evening. In return they make life 
pleasant for me. They take me away with them in the 
vacations, and when a tradesman duns me neither 
Herbert nor Rose minds lending me a tenner. When 
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they get a car I shall buy it for them, which means a 
commission, and I shall drive it for them, which means 
innocent recreation, and when they are not using it I 
shall be able to take my friends for a spin in it. 

FREEMAN: Which means inexpensive hospitality. But are 
you under the impression that this sort of thing will go 
on for ever? 

Aucy: Not at all. I find by experience that these jobs last 
about two years. I was two years with the Whitstables— 
of course the peerage adds to one’s value afterwards, 
but it isn’t much catch—Lady Whitstable wanted the 
earth, but she wanted it at a great reduction. And I was 
two years with the Isaac Cohens. Give me Jews every 
time. Charming people. 

FREEMAN: Generous, I suppose? 

Auey: And really not at all exacting. 

FREEMAN: And after two years? 

Axey: [With a shrug of the shoulders.) They get sick of me. 
I can’t keep them on good terms with one another any 
more, and they turn and rend me. I know all the signs 
a month or two beforehand, and I start looking out for 
somebody else. 

FREEMAN: And are you content to go on in that way for the 
rest of your life? 

Aucy: I’m not thinking of it. A tame cat, like an actor, 
should make his final bow before his public gets tired of 
him. One of these days—to-morrow or in ten years—I 
shall fall in love with a nice girl with about two thousand 
a year. 

FREEMAN: And why should she marry you? 

Auey: Because I’m amusing, or because I know nice people, 
or because I ask her—the commonest reason for which 
an heiress marries a pauper—and we shall live very 
comfortably on her money. 

FREEMAN: A parasite to the end. I’d rather sweep a crossing. 
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AuGy: That is where we differ. I wouldn’t. 


FREEMAN: I’m afraid you'll think me an awful donkey, but I 
don’t believe you can get any permanent satisfaction out 
of life without working. 


Axcy: What nonsense! Work is merely the refuge from 
boredom of the unintellectual. I couldn’t honestly 
describe myself as that. 


[Rose comes in with red cheeks and flaming eyes, in a 
towering passion. 


Rose: [Going up to FREEMAN.] What have you been saying 
to Herbert? [For a moment FREEMAN does not answer, but 
looks at her. She bursts out again. It’s infamous. How 
date you! How dare you interfere with mel 


FREEMAN: [Turning to AuGy.] Would you like to make 
yourself scarce, young man? 


Auecy: [With a smile.| Not particularly. 
FREEMAN: I’m afraid I must ask you to. 


Auxcy: I don’t know any spectacle more entertaining than 
a quarrel between nearest and dearest. 


FREEMAN: Will you tell him to go, Rose? 
Rosgz: No. 


FREEMAN: My dear, if I spoke to Herbert it was because I 
thought it the only decent thing to do. 


Rose: [Violently.] You had no right... . 


FREEMAN: [To Aucy.] It may surprise you, but Pm quite 
old-fashioned. I wash my dirty linen in private. You 
must clear out. 


Auxcy: I’m sorry, but I don’t intend to. 
FREEMAN: If you don’t I swear I'll knock you down. 
Aucy: Then I’m afraid you must knock me down. You're 
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obviously much stronger than I am, but this is an occa- 
sion when it’s better to take a licking than to knuckle 
under. 

FREEMAN: [Wondering at his unexpected spirit.| By Jovel 

Ross: Please go, Algy. 

Aucy: Certainly. [4 the door to FREEMAN, smiling.| You 
know, I never thought for a moment you’d hit me. A 
scuffle in a room—with a woman in it—one talks about 
that sort of thing, but it doesn’t come off. 

[He goes ont. 

Rose: Now, what have you to say to me? 


FREEMAN: [Going towards her to take her in his arms.| Look 


here, Rose. ... 
Rose: [Pashing him away.] For goodness’ sake, don’t touch 
me. 


FREEMAN: Won’t you sit down and let us talk quietly? 

Ross: [Impatiently.| Oh, I know what you’re going to do. 
You’re going to sentimentalise. You expect me to lean 
my head on your shoulder and weep salt tears. And 
your voice will grow husky with emotion. No, thank 
you. You can keep all that to yourself. 

FREEMAN: We shall understand one another better if we 
make use of a little sympathy. 

Rose: What has sympathy got to do with it? We ask you 
to come and stay here. We tell you to treat the place 
like an hotel. 

FREEMAN: If I’d wanted an hotel I should have stayed at one. 

Rose: [Gong on without paying any attention to what he says.| 
We make absolutely no claims upon you, and you can 
find nothing better to do than to fill my husband with 
ridiculous suspicions about Algy and me. 

FREEMAN: Don’t forget that I spoke to you about it first, and 
you refused to listen to me. I told you that I should 
go to Herbert. 
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Ross: [Impatiently.| One says those things. 

FREEMAN: All the affection I’m capable of is placed on you. 
What do you expect me to do when I see you behaving 
in a way that—that... 

[He stops in embarrassment. 

Rose: What right have you to preach at me? You set your- 
self upon a ridiculous pedestal... . 

FREEMAN: [Interrupting.| Far from it. 

Rose: D’you think I don’t know that father had to pay 
money to get you out of a scrape with a woman at 
Cambridge? D’you think I don’t know what people said 
about you and Queenie Bishop? 

FREEMAN: If I came rather a cropper that’s no reason why 
you should come one too. 

Rose: After all, what is it that you’ve got to reproach me 
with? 

FREEMAN: | think your behaviour with Algy Peppercorn is 
awfully indiscreet. You must know there can only be 
one explanation of it. 

Rose: But Algy is just as much Herbert’s friend as mine. 

FREEMAN: I implore you to send him about his business 
before it’s too late. 

Rose: What nonsense! You’re so theatrical. D’you mean 
to say you think there’s anything really between Algy 
and me? 

FREEMAN: My dear, how can you expect me to answer that 
question? 

Rose: No, no; I ask it quite seriously. 

FREEMAN: | hope with all my heart there isn’t. 

Rosz: Yes or no? [ Pause. 

FREEMAN: Yes. 

Ross: [Bursting into a scream of laughter.| Poor Algy, I can’t 
imagine anything that would bore him more than to 
make love to me. 
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FREEMAN: [Good-bumouredly.| Well, at all events I’ve made 
you laugh. 


Rosz: You're really too ridiculous. 


FREEMAN: What do you suppose Algy cares for your He’s 
only on the make like the rest of your friends. If he came 
across a woman to-morrow out of whom he could do a 
little better than out of you, he’d fling you aside like an 
old glove. 


Rosz: Oh, well, I shall get tired of him long before he gets 
tired of me. 


FREEMAN: Will you let me say something to you that I’ve 
had on my heart almost ever since I came here? [She 
does not answer. He sits down on the arm of her chair and 
takes her hand.| You know, it is a rotten life you’re lead- 
ing, and these people you’ve got around you—what a 
poor lot they are! There’s Cynthia... [He can’t 
remember her name.] 


Rosxz: Rosenberg. 


FREEMAN: She’s married a fat old German stockbroker for 
his money, and when her baby’s ill she has the heart to 
leave it all day. She won’t nurse it because it would 
interfere with her amusements. And Emily Chapman— 
she ought to have married years ago. 


Rose: It’s not for want of trying that she hasn’t. 


FREEMAN: You told me about her broken engagements 
before ’'d been twenty-four hours in the house. I’m 
awfully sorry for her. Her life consists merely of going 
from one bridge party to another. And d’you think she 
gets any happiness out of it? You’re only got to look 
into her eyes to see how restless and dissatisfied she is. 


Ross: She didn’t treat you so well that you need waste much 
sympathy on her. 

FREEMAN: I’m sure at heart she’s a very decent girl. If she 
could only find a nice man... 
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Rose: [Interrupting.| Why don’t you marry her yourself? 


FREEMAN: What would she do on an African farm? And 
you’re restless and dissatisfied too, Rose. Don’t you 
think you’d be far happier if you had children? 

Rose: But I tell you we can’t afford it. 

FREEMAN: It only means giving up a few selfish pleasures. 

Rosz: I dare say it'll horrify you, but I prefer the selfish 
pleasures. 

FREEMAN: What if you could have both? I’m nota rich man, 
but I can afford myself a sentimental luxury now and 
then. If you’ll havea child I’ll settle a couple of hundred 
a yeat on it, so that it shall cost you nothing. 

Rose: The truth is, I don’t want a child. It would bore me 
to death. I haven’t the maternal instinct, and there’s an 
end of it. 

[Emity CHAPMAN comes in. 

Emiry: May I come inp 

Rose: [Késsing her.] I didn’t know you were here. You 
haven’t been waiting, have you? 

Emity: No, Smith said you were in the dining-room, so I 
walked in. [Holding out her hand to FREEMAN.] How 
d’you do? 

FREEMAN: [Shaking hands.| How d’you do? [To Rosz.] I wish 
you'd have the table cleared, Rose. I’ve got a little work 
to do, and I’d like to use it. 

Rose: All right. 

FREEMAN: I’ll go and fetch my things. [He goes out. 
Ross: I’m getting rather tired of Tom. I don’t think I can 
stand his disapproval of everything I do much longer. 

Emity: Have you been having a row? 

Rosz: He’s been lecturing me about Algy. It’s rather funny, 
isn’t it? Tom? 

Emity: He’s changed a good deal in the last eight years. 
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Rose: He’s become quite impossible. I wish to goodness he’d 
find a wife and take himself off. 
[Emity CHAPMAN Jooks at her for a moment, hesitates, 
and then speaks. 
Emity: Would you hate it if I married him? 
Ross: [After avery slight pause of surprise.| My dear, you’d do 
me the greatest possible service. 
Emizy: I suppose you’ve told him that I’ve been twice 
engaged since he went away? 
Ross: [ With a smile.] No, of course not. As if I should. 
Emity: I know that you can queer the whole thing if you like. 
That’s why I thought it would be better to speak to you 
first. I dare say you saw I was thinking of it? 
Ross: I concluded that you hadn’t come here every day for a 
week merely to see me. 
Emity: [With a certain anxiety and something of appeal in her 
voice.| You wouldn’t do anything shabby to me, Rose? 
Rosk: [Swz/ing.] Of course not. 
Emity: If you’ve got anything against it I won’t even try. 
Ross: I haven’t, honour bright. What are you going to do? 
Emity: [Shragging her shoulders.| He’s such a sentimentalist. 
Rose: [Laughing as she catches EMILy’s meaning.| Upon my 
word, you are clever. 
Emity: [With a deprecating smile.) When a man’s feeling so 
awfully sorry for you... 
Rosz: Would you like me to leave you alone? Oh, I forgot 
about Smith. 
[She rings the bell and goes towards the door. 
Emity: It seems horrid to turn you out of your own dining- 
room. 
Ross: Nonsense. I leave my best wishes with you. 
[She goes out. Smits comes in. She starts clearing away. 
Emity CHapMan changes her manner a little. She is 
very kind and bland with SMITH. 
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Emity: Well, Smith, are you still pleased with London? 

SMITH: Yes, thank you, miss. 

Entity: It must be very pleasant to give so much satisfaction. 
Mrs. Dallas-Baker appears to be delighted with you. 

SMiTH: Thank you, miss. 

Emity: I suppose this is a smaller household than you’ve 
been used to. 

SMITH: Yes, miss. I was with a butler before. 

Emity: Of course I don’t want to suggest that you should 
leave, but if at any time you wanted to better yourself 1 
could find you a very good place. 

SMITH: Thank you, miss. 


[Emity CHAPMAN gives her a sharp look. 


Emity: [ With carefully assumed indifference.\ Is Mr. Peppercorn 
dining here to-night? 
SMITH: Yes, miss. 
Emity: He generally dines here, doesn’t he? 
SMITH: [Seeing what Emuy és driving at.| It all depends, miss. 
Emity: What does he do when Mr. Dallas-Baker’s away on 
circuit? 
SMITH: I don’t know, miss. 
[SmrrH goes on taking the luncheon things away without 
looking up. Emity CHAPMAN makes up her mind to 
have a dash at it. 


Emizy: You know, you ought to be very careful, Smith. 


SMITH: Ought I, miss? 

Emity: It would be very unpleasant if you were mixed up in 
any bother. Of course, you haven’t seen anything 
that... 

SMITH: No, miss. 

Emity: [ With a little langh.] You're the most silent person P’ve 

_. ever come across. 
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SmitH: I’m not much of a one for talking, miss, of what 
doesn’t concern me. 


Emity: You’re a perfect treasure. 

[She smiles with her lips, but when Smrrw’s back is 
turned she gives a little frown of anger. FREEMAN 
comes in and Emury is quickly all smiles again. He has 
bundles of catalogues in his hands. 

Emity: Good gracious, how businesslike you look! Ill fly. 
FREEMAN: Please don’t. They’re only catalogues I’ve got to 
look through. 


[He puts them down on the table, and Surry, having 
finished, goes out. Emiy takes one and looks at it. 
Emixy: Agricultural implements. 
FREEMAN: [Referring to Smiru.] Nice girl that. She’s been 
talking to me. 
Emizy: [Light/y.] Forward minx. 
FREEMAN: It appears she wants to emigrate. 
Emrzy: Does she? 
FREEMAN: It’s very wise of her. In New South Wales she can 


get double the wages she can here, and she’ll marry as 
soon as ever she wants to. 

Emity: You think that’s the natural course for women, don’t 
your 

FREEMAN: I think they’re happier when they carry out the 
purposes of nature. 

Emiy: [Turning over the pages of the catalogue.| I suppose you’ve 
been buying all sorts of things? 

FREEMAN: Not yet, but I must hurry up. My time’s getting 
very short. 

Emizy: Why are you going so soon? 

FREEMAN: I don’t want to leave the farm to its own devices 
longer than I can help. Besides, it’s my life. I want to 
get back to it. 
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Emity: Are you happy out there? 

FREEMAN: I never ask myself. . . . I dare say that is happi- 
ness. 

Emixy: [With a sudden break in her voice.] Lucky man. 

FREEMAN: You’re not very happy, I’m afraid. 

Emity: Wretched. 

FREEMAN: I’m awfully sorry. 

Emory: [Forcing a smile.| It’s very nice of you. . . . But don’t 
let us talk about me. It can do no good, and it only 
makes things worse to think about them. 

FREEMAN: There’s generally a way out of every difficulty. 

Emity: [Holding out her hand.| I know you’d do all you could 
for me, but there’s nothing you can do. 

FREEMAN: [Taking her hand.| Won't you tell me what is 
troubling your 

Emity: Oh, my dear friend, it’s nothing except that the 
years are passing one by one and I’m wasting my life. 
I’m useless in the world, a burden to myself and to 
everyone connected with me. 

FREEMAN: Oh, what nonsense! 

Emiry: And I’ve brought it all on myself, every bit of it. I 
have only myself to thank. 

FREEMAN: [Swiling. He does not gather the application to himself 
of her remark.| Oh, come. 

Emity: I was willing enough to marry you when you had 
money. I threw you over when you lost it. 

FREEMAN: Are you thinking of that? We were both very 
unfit for marriage in those days. 


Emity: You must despise me from the bottom of your heart. 


FREEMAN: I promise you that I never think of you without 
sincere friendship and affection. 


Emity: Were you very much in love with me then? [She 
begins to sob.) Oh, if you only knew how unhappy I am. 
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FREEMAN: [Deeply moved.] Oh, my dear, don’t cry. I can’t 
bear it. 

Emity: Please go away. I’m only making a fool of myself. 
Oh, I’ve been so bitterly punished. 

FREEMAN: Fort God’s sake don’t cry. 

Emixy: [W7th a husky low voice, as if the words were being dragged 
out of her against her will.) It was only after you went 
that—that I knew how much I loved you. And when 
I saw you again the other day .. . 

[FREEMAN gives a slight start and looks at her steadily. 


Emity: It was nothing to you. I saw that you thought me 
old and plain and horrible. But you were just the same, 
and it all came back to me. If you’ve wanted revenge 
you've got it. 

FREEMAN: [In a Jow voice.| God knows, I never thought of 
revenge. 

Emizy: And now, for heaven’s sake, go. I don’t want to see 
you any more. I won’t be made so unhappy. 


[There ts a pause. FREEMAN gets up, looks at her, and 
walks up and down. Then he stops. 
FREEMAN: Is it true that you care for me? 
Eminy: Oh, don’t. How can you humiliate mel 
FREEMAN: There’s very little love in the world. A man 
ought to be very grateful if a woman cares for him. 
Perhaps fate, bringing me back to England, had just that 
in view. 
[There is a pause. Emtty looks straight in front of her, 
hardly daring even to breathe. Every nerve is tense. 


FREEMAN: Do you understand what you’re saying? I’m only 
a farmer, and it’s a hard, lonely life that I lead, very 
different from any that you have known. 


Emity: If you knew how lonely I am. 
FREEMAN: Poor thing, it’s horrible, isn’t it? 
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Emriry: There’s not a soul in the world who cares for me. 
[There is a moment's pause. 


FREEMAN: I have very little to offer you. If you will marry 
me I will try to make you a good husband. 


Emixy: [In a whisper.| Tom. 


[FREEMAN holds out his hands to her, and she, rising, takes 
them. 


Emity: Tom. 
[SMITH comes in. 
SmiTH: A gentleman to see you, sir. 


FREEMAN: Oh, I know. I’ll come and see him at once. [To 
Em1y.] It’s a chap on business. 


Emi ty: Of course, please go to him. 


[-As FREEMAN goes to the door, Emiy gives a little sigh of 
relief and smiles quietly. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT 


THE THIRD ACT 


THE SCENE, as in the first Act, is the drawing-room at the 
DaA.uas-BAKERS’ flat. 

The card-table is set out for bridge. Datuas-BAKzER, Rosz, 
Emity CHapMAn, and Aucy are finishing a rubber. ALGY is 
dummy. 

Entity: [Taking up the last trick.| Game and rubber. 

Ross: [Icz/y.] You must be very unlucky in love, Emily. I 
never saw anyone hold such cards. 

AuGy: [Who has been adding up the score.| Thirty-five bob. 

Dauas-BakeEr: [Looking at his watch.| We've just got it over 
in time. 

[A telephone bell is heard ringing outside. 

Rosz: Oh, that dreadful bell. Do go and see who it is, 
Herbert. 

Dauas-BAKER: Very well. [He gets up and goes out. 

Rosz: I hope it’s not Cynthia Rosenberg. I shall never 
forgive her if she puts us off at this hour. 

Emity: There’s always your husband to fall back upon. 

Rosz: He’s got to go out. He’s speaking at some silly 
political meeting. 

Auey: It’s lucky he was able to make a fourth till now. 

Ross: I told him to get home early if he could. 

Auxey: It looks as if work was devilish slack at Lincoln’s Inn. 
We shall have to start economising, Rose. 

Ross: It’s dreadful, isn’t it? And I want a car so badly. 

AuGy: I heard the other day of a jolly second-hand one that’d 
just suit you. It’s only been used three months. 

Rosz: How much do they want for it? 

[DALLAS-BAKER comes in. 
166 
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Rose: Who was it? 

Daxas-BAkER: Otto Rosenberg. 

Rose: How tiresome! Isn’t Cynthia coming? 

Daruas-BAkeEr: I don’t know. He wanted to know if she 
was here. 

Rose: He rang up about one o’clock and asked if I knew 
where she was lunching. It so happens I did, but I told 
Otto I hadn’t an idea. 

Emity: What’s he fussing about now? 

Rose: Oh, it’s only the baby. Wretched little rickety brat, 
it’s always ill. 

Datuas-BAKER: I promised we'd tell Cynthia the moment 
she came. 

Rose: She can’t do any good, and it'll only worry her. Otto’s 
an old woman, and he flies back from the City every time 
the child starts squalling. 

Daxas-Baker: Still, I think we ought to tell her, Rose. 
Otto’s very anxious she should go home at once. 

Rose: We'll tell her after we’ve had a rubber. I don’t see 
why our afternoon should be entirely wasted because a 
peculiarly uninteresting baby isn’t quite well. 

Auecy: Hear, hear. 

Datuas-BAKErR: Well, I dare say that'll do. It can’t make 
much difference if she gets back half an hour sooner or 
later. 

[FREEMAN comes in. 

FREEMAN: [ Jovia/ly.] Hulloa, at it again? 

[He shakes hands smilingly with Emity CHAPMAN. 

Emity: [Light/y.] Not at the moment. We’re waiting for 
Cynthia Rosenberg. 

Dauas-Baxer: [Looking at his watch. ve unfortunately got 
to go out. 

Aucy: His country calls, and he’s going to tell the British 
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Elector how to do his duty. . . . Don’t look at me as if 
you'd never set eyes on me before. It’s rude. 

FREEMAN: I was wondering if I'd seen you to-day. Did you 
have breakfast here? I forget. 

Aucy: No, I always breakfast in bed. Mother thinks it so 
much better for me. I came to luncheon. 

FREEMAN: Then I’ve not seen you. I wish you good morn- 
ing. 

Atey: [Chafingly.] It’s too kind of you. 

FREEMAN: I hope you passed a good night. 

Aucy: I slept the sleep of the pure at heart. 

FREEMAN: The news fills me with satisfaction. 


Aucy: If it were possible to embarrass me, your politeness 
would cover me with confusion. 


[Smirs enters, followed by Mrs. Orro ROSENBERG. 


SmirH: Mrs. Rosenberg. [ Exit 


Mrs. Orro: I’m fearfully sorry to be so late. I’ve had all 
sorts of things to do. 


Rose: We were beginning to be very cross with you. 


Mrs. Otro: [Shaking hands with DALLAS-BAKER.] How d’you 
do? I’ve had sucha tiring day. I spent all the morning at 
my dressmaker’s, and then I had to lunch at the Ritz with 
Montie Kenyon, and I had to pay about halfa dozen calls, 
and I looked in at a private view, and then I had to go and 
have tea at the Carlton. I’ve never had sucha rush in my 
life. 

Daias-BaAker: A rubber will rest you, won’t it? 

Mrs. Orro: Yes, I really think it will. The only thing that 
kept me going was the thought of a rubber or two here 
before dinner. 


FREEMAN: [Syt/ing.] There should really be an eight hours’ 
day for the idle rich. 
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Mrs. Orro: [Shaking hands with him.| How d’you do? Do tell 
me how you’re getting on. 

FREEMAN: [Not understanding.| I? 

Mrs. Orro: Rose told me you’d come to England to look 
for a wife. I was thinking it would be such a chance for 
me to get rid of some of my sisters-in-law. 

FREEMAN: Are they very attractive? 

Mrs. Orro: There are three of them—Rachel, Lydia, and 
Pom-pom. 

FREEMAN: I think I should like Pom-pom. 

Mrs. Orro: They spend their time picking holes in me to 
Otto till I feel a perfect sieve. And they’ve got the 
strongest sense of other people’s duty that I’ve ever come 
across. 

Emity: What have they been doing now? 

Mrs. Orro: Their idea of a jolly life is that I should spend 
the whole day by baby’s cradle, and just run out in the 
morning to do the housekeeping. But, as I tell Otto, 
what on earth have we got eight servants for? [To RosE.] 
We’ve just got a new second footman, darling, and he’s 
six foot four. I’m so proud of him. 

Rosz: My dear, I wish you’d realise that one doesn’t talk of 
one’s second footman unless one’s in love with him. 

Dauas-BAKER: And even then it’s slightly indiscreet. 

AucGy: Do tell me more about your sisters-in-law. 

Mrs. Orro: Well, of course, they’re Jewesses, but Jews 
aren’t so bad really when you get to know them, and 
they’ve got thirty thousand pounds apiece. 

Emity: [W7th a smile.) That sounds rather a chance, Tom. 

FREEMAN: Doesn’t it? 

Ross: If we want to play bridge we really ought not to waste 
any more time. 

Mrs. Otro: [To Datuas-BAKER.] But aren’t you going to 


play? 
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Datias-BakeEr: [Taking out his watch.] No, I must go in ten 
minutes. I shall just wait to see you started. 
Ross: I shall be thankful when you go, Herbert. It does bore 
me to see you take out your watch every other minute. 
Axcy: You're so restless, Herbert,and we only married you 
because we liked your stolidity. 
Dauas-BAKER: [Laughing.] Upon my soul, I don’t know 
what things are coming to. 
[Meanwhile the players have been cutting for partners. 
Emizy: You and I, Algy. 
[The telephone bell is heard ringing. 
Rose: Oh, it is too exasperating. There’s that wretched 
telephone again! 
Dartas-BakeEr: [ll go, shall I? 


Ross: Yes, do. And afterwards you might take the receiver 
off. 


Dauas-BaxeEr: All right. [As be ts going SMITH comes in. 
SmitrH: [To Mrs. Orro.] You’re wanted on the telephone, 
ma’am. 


Mrs. Orro: Oh, how tiresome! Have you said I’m here? 

SmirH: Yes, ma’am. 

Rose: That’s too stupid of you, Smith. You should always 
say you'll inquire. 

Mrs. Orro: Well, say I’m in the middle of a hand at bridge, 
and I can’t possibly come. Ask them to give you the 
message. 

SMITH: Very good, ma’am. [ Exar. 

DaLuas-BAKER: [Nervously.] Rose. 

Rosz: You seem to be in great demand, Cynthia, This is the 
third time you’ve been rung up here. 

Mrs. Orro: I suppose Otto has got some foolish idea in his 
head. I oughtn’t to have told him I was coming. 

Emity: If one wants to play cards in peace and quietness, it’s 
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fatal to let anyone know one’s whereabouts. They 
invariably ring you up when you’re playing a very light 
no-trumper. 

[Smirx comes in. She is greatly distressed, 


SmitH: If you please, ma’am... 
[She stops, unable to go on. 
Rose: What on earth’s the matter with you, Smith? 
Atey: I bet a fiver Otto’s eloped with the cook. 
SMITH: It’s Mr. Rosenberg, ma’am. 
Mrs. Orro: Well? 
SMITH: [Trying to control herself.| Oh, ma’am, I can’t tell you. 
Rose: [Sarply.] Smith! 
SMITH: You must go at once, ma’am. It’s—it’s the baby. 


Mrs. Orro: I suppose Otto’s in one of his states again. Say 
T’ll come as soon as'I’ve finished my hand. 


SMITH: Oh, no, ma’am, please go at once. You mustn’t go 
on. You really mustn’t. 

Rose: What on earth are you talking about? 

FREEMAN: What is it, Smith? 

SMITH: Oh, sir, they said I was to break it to her. 

FREEMAN: I dare say they thought it was my sister speaking. 
What is it? 

SMITH: [Almost in a whisper.| It’s dead, sir. 

[Mrs. ROSENBERG gives a cry, but does not speak; she gets 
up, stares at the others for a moment in a dazed way, 
and goes out of the room. There is an interval of silence. 
For a moment Ross is frightened. She stares in front 
of her, breathing quickly, with clenched hands. 

Datuas-BAkeEr: I say, oughtn’t I to go with her? 

Rost: [Forcing the words out.| No, let Algy go. 

Auey: All right, I don’t mind. I say, what a bore, isn’t it? 
[He goes out. Rose follows him with her eyes. 
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Datuas-Baker: We ought to have told her the child was ill, 

Rose. 
[Ross gives a slight start, as though the words were almost 
a blow. She turns sharply to SMITH. 

Rose: What are you waiting for, Smith? 

SmItH: Oh, ma’am, isn’t it dreadful? 

Rose: [Vzolently.] For goodness’ sake, go. 

SMITH: I beg your pardon, ma’am. [She goes out. 

Rose: [Trying to regain her usual manner.| 1 like Smith’s idea of 
breaking it gently. 

Emi.y: She seemed quite upset, didn’t she? 

Ross: [Shrugging her shoulders.| The lower classes love that 
sort of thing. 

Dauias-BAKEr: I hope it won’t lead to any unpleasantness, 
Rose. 

Rose: [Trying to repress her exasperation.| Oughtn’t you to be 
going to your meeting? 

Datias-BakeEr: I suppose I ought. I’d quite forgotten it for 
the moment. 


[He hesitates for an instant, then goes out quickly. 


FREEMAN: Did you know the child was ill, Rose? 

Rose: They rang up just before luncheon to ask if I knew 
where Cynthia was. 

FREEMAN: But you did. I heard you say at breakfast that she 
was lunching at the Ritz. 

Rosz: It’s not my business to tell Otto where his wife is. 

FREEMAN: If you had, she might have got home three hours 
ago. 

Rose: For goodness’ sake, don’t lecture me, Tom. Pm ‘hot 
in the mood to stand it. 

FREEMAN: Rose, you didn’t refuse to tell Rosenberg where 
his wife was so that your bridge party shouldn’t be upset? 
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Rosz: Good heavens, you don’t suppose I knew the child 
was dying. Otto was always getting into a state about its 
health. The whole thing’s a beastly nuisance. 

FREEMAN: [Indignantly.| Rosel 

Rose: Oh, for heaven’s sake, leave me alone. You’ve done 
nothing but blame me for one thing or another ever since 
you came. I’m sick of it. If you’re not satisfied you can 
go. There are surely enough hotels in London. 

FREEMAN: Yes, that’s the best thing I can do. I’m only a 
stranger to you. We speak a different language, you and 


Ross: I can only hope I don’t speak such drivelling nonsense 
in mine as you do in yours. Oh, if you only knew how I 
loathed you! I loathe your priggishness, I loathe your 
strenuousness. How thankful I shall be when you go, 
and how I hope I shall never, never see you again! 

FREEMAN: All right. You can easily be spared that. Of 
course I’ll go. 

[With an angry snort Rose flings out of the room. FREE- 
MAN ‘urns to EMILY CHAPMAN. 


FREEMAN: You’ve witnessed a very pretty domestic quarrel. 


Emity: When a single woman has reached my age, she’s seen 
her fair share of them. 


[There is a very slight pause. FREEMAN gives a gesture of 
Giscouragement. 


FREEMAN: Rose is the only relation I have, and I came back 
fonder of her than I’d ever been before. 


Emity: My dear friend, that is the proverbial effect of 
absence on the human heart. 

FREEMAN: I felt so lonely sometimes—so horribly lonely. I 
clothed her with all the qualities I want in a woman. 


Emiry: Poor Rose! She was always a little over-dressed 
before. 
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FREEMAN: It was nothing very much. I only asked that she 
should be honest and truthful, a faithful wife and a good 
mother. 


Emity: [After a long look at him, meditatively.| No, I suppose 
it’s not very much toask. Andyet... 


FREEMAN: How could she be so wantonly cruel and selfish! 
The only person who seemed to care a damn was— 
Smith. 


Emity: Persons of that class are very easily moved. 


FREEMAN: It’s easy enough not to be moved if you have no 
heart. 


Emity: Honestly, do you care twopence if the child’s alive or 
dead? 


FREEMAN: Would it surprise you if I did? 
Emiry: After all, you’ve never seen it. 


FREEMAN: The world is such a jolly place, and life is so full 
and splendid. Think how hard that a child should be 
snatched away before it’s enjoyed anything! 


Emity: Do you really think the world is a jolly place, and 
that life is splendid? 

FREEMAN: Don’t you? 

Emiry: [Unwilling to answer.) It had been weakly from its 
birth. 


FREEMAN: Even then it’s the saddest thing in the world that 
a child should die. 


Emity: One often hears elderly spinsters say that sort of 
thing, but it sounds odd in your mouth. 


FREEMAN: I’m afraid you think me very ridiculous. 
Emury: Not exactly ridiculous. I think you a little unusual. 


FREEMAN: I’ve had a very rough time, and the world has 
knocked me about a bit. Of course, I think it’s knocked 
the nonsense out of me. I only want very simple things 
now. 
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Emiy: Like simple clothes, I’m afraid they cost a great deal 
of money. 

FREEMAN: [With a smile.| No. I want no mote than a roof 
over my head and decent food to eat, and a wife and 
children. That oughtn’t to be very hard to get if you’re 
willing to work for it. And for beauty, 1 don’t want 
much more than the sunrise and the sunset and the stars 
of heaven. And I’d like my own people to be fond of me. 
[Dropping his voice.] And for that I don’t mind putting up 
with rotten weather, and bad times, and disease, and 
separation, and death . . . and I’ call it all good. 


[There is a pause. Emtty walks a littl away from him. 
She is greatly troubled by what he has said. 


Emixy: [Haski/y.] You asked me to marry you yesterday, 
Tom. 

FREEMAN: [ With a /augh.] Good heavens, I’ve not forgotten. 

Emity: Did you ask me because you thought I should be 
honest and truthful, a faithful wife and a good mother? 

FREEMAN: Yes. 


[Emiry struggles with herself for a moment. An ex- 
pression of anguish passes over her face. 


Em1zy: I think I should tell you that since you went away Pve 
been engaged twice. 

FREEMAN: I know. 

Emixy: [Startled.] How? 

FREEMAN: Rose told me the first day I came, I think. 

Emtty: [B7¢ter/y.] I might have known it. 

FREEMAN: Why do you tell me now? 

Emity: Why? [She breaks out with vehement passion. Then why 
did you ask me to marry you? You knew it wasn’t true 


when I gave you to understand that I’d loved you all the 
time. 


FREEMAN: I should have been very vain to expect it. 
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Emiry: You knew I was only trying to make you sorry for 
me. 

FREEMAN: I was sorry for you, even though I didn’t quite 
believe all you said to me. 

Emity: Why? 

FREEMAN: I think sometimes it’s possible for a woman to tell 
the truth with her soul while she’s telling lies with her 


lips. 

Emixy: I don’t know what you mean. 

FREEMAN: I believe in your heart. 

Emity: Even when you know that I deliberately set about 
to entrap your 

FREEMAN: [Si/ing.] Even then. 

Emity: But why should you be willing to marry me? 

FREEMAN: Because I think we shall both be very happy. 

Emicy: | With anguish.| I never expect to be happy. 

FREEMAN: You know, I believe awfully in the life that ’m 
going to take you to. It’s a hard life rather, but it has its 
points, and I think in a very little while the—the sordid- 
ness and the meanness fall away from one. 

Emity: [Bztter/y.] You don’t know me, Tom. I’m too old to 
change now. 

FREEMAN: I’ve learnt to ask jolly little of people. 

Emity: D’you know why I was so desperately anxious to 
marry your lve got three hundred pounds worth of 
debts, and writs out against me, and I haven’t a farthing. 
The mere announcement of my engagement is enough to 
set me free for the moment. My dressmaker is willing to 
lend me the money till ’'m married. 

FREEMAN: Well, now she won’t have to. I can manage that 
on my head. 

Emity: Have you no reproaches for me? 


FREEMAN: [| With a /augh.] I’m rather glad you’ve made a clean 
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breast of it. Now we can start afresh, and we won’t talk 
of it again. 

Emity: What should I do on a Rhodesian farm? The only 
talent I have is for playing bridge. 

FREEMAN: [S~é/ing.| You’ll be able to beat me at double 
dummy in the evening. 


Emity: Two years ago I would never have dreamt of 
marrying you. When I grew desperate and thought it 
would be easy to marry you, I made up my mind to come 
back to England as soon as I could. I didn’t think it 
would be difficult to invent excuses for not going back. 


FREEMAN: [Gent/y.] Perhaps you might grow to care for me, 
and then you wouldn’t mind staying where I was. 


Emity: I? There’s no possibility of love for me any more. 
All the love I’m capable of was wasted years ago. 


FREEMAN: [Holding out his hands.| Let us risk it at all events. 


Emity: [Desperately warding him off, as if she were fighting for her 
life.) No, Tom, I tell youI can’t, I can’t, I can’t. 


FREEMAN: Why not? 


Emizy: [| Vehemently.| There’s something in me that I didn’t 
know. I don’t understand. I wanted it so much, and 
now ... ] haven’t a spark of love in my heart for you. 
It mightn’t be so difficult if you loved me, but you don’t, 
do you? Honestly? Real love, I mean. 


FREEMAN: It may come. 


Emity: I should be ashamed to be your wife. . . . In this 
last fortnight that we’ve seen one another every day, I’ve 
got to know you as I never knew you before. You've 
grown to be very simple. I laughed up my sleeve at you, 
and yet somehow I couldn’t help . . . [She /eaves the last 
words “respecting you” unsaid, and expresses them with a 
gesture.| You haven’t deserved that I should make you 
unhappy. I can’t treat you like that. You’ve been a 
perfect brick to me, and I won’t be such a cad. 
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FREEMAN: You know you’re talking rather rot, aren’t you? 

Emity: I can’t marry you, not only for your sake, but for 
mine. It would be—indecent. 

FREEMAN: [Gravely.| Then what will you do? 

Emiy: I will go my own way and perhaps [ith a sob in ber 
voice] it'll be a better way because you’ve been very kind 
to me. [She suddenly changes her manner and assumes a certain 
whimsical brightness.| Come, we’ve been ranting horribly, 
you and J; I’m sure we’ve been making ourselves 
perfectly ridiculous. 

FREEMAN: [W/7th a smile.| It seems to me that I shall have to 
go back to Africa without a wife after all. 

Emity: [Very tender/y.| Oh, I hope not. I hope you’ll take a 
good helpful woman out with you, who’ll give you all 
you want, and will love the life you love. And I should 
like her to be very simple and unspoilt. 

FREEMAN: But, my dear, where the dickens am I to find such 
a paragon? 

[She looks at him for a moment quixzically, and then, with a 
Smile on her lips, addresses him. 

Emity: Why don’t you marry Smith? I think she’d suit you 
uncommonly well. 

FREEMAN: D’you think she’d have me? 

Emixy: [Sv/ing.| Why don’t you ask her? 

FREEMAN: [In a matter-of-fact tone.| I think I will. 

Emizy: Unfortunately you’re a gentleman, and you couldn’t 
very well marry a servant. 

FREEMAN: Why on earth not? When you’re thirty miles 
from anywhere people are not gentlemen and ladies, but 
men and women. And sometimes beasts. 

Emity: Then there’s only the trifling impediment that you’re 
not in love with her. 

FREEMAN: If you put a strong healthy man and a strong 
healthy woman together, love will come. 
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Emity: [Ironically] Will it? 


FREEMAN: I promise to love anyone who’s not absolutely 
plain, and has a good temper and a good appetite. 


Emity: [Laughing.| You foolish creature! 
FREEMAN: I say, what about your three hundred pounds? 


Emity: I fortunately have my dressmaker’s cheque. Dve just 
got her a new customer, so she won’t be more than rather 
disagreeable when she hears my fourth engagement is 
broken off. 


[FREEMAN seeing EmMILy go towards the door, rings the bell. 

Emity: What are you ringing for? 

FREEMAN: I thought you were going. 

Emi y: [Chafing him.| Are you so anxious to get rid of me? 

FREEMAN: Of course not. 

Emity: I was going to see Rose. It would be fatal if she 
turned you out of the house just now. 

FREEMAN: [Swiling.| Why? It was bound to come, you know. 

Emity: How could you prosecute your siege of Smith’s 
young heart? 

FREEMAN: You think I’m joking, but I’m not. 

Emity: Then [ll certainly go and appease her. I have a 
peculiar knack for persuading people who’ve had a row 


that each was in the right and neither meant a single word 
he said. 


FREEMAN: You can safely tell Rose that I’m awfully sorry if I 
offended her. 
[Emizy goes out. In a moment SMITH comes in and stands 
as if awaiting an order. 
FREEMAN: Yes? 
SMITH: Did you ring, sir? 
FREEMAN: Nol 
SmitH: The drawing-room indicator went up, sit. 
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FRreEMAN: I lie in my throat. I rang by mistake. I thought 
Miss Chapman was going away. I’m sorry. 

SMITH: Very good, sir. [She turns fo go. 

FREEMAN: I wonder if you’d bring me a small drink. 

SMITH: Yes, sir. What would you like, sir? 

FREEMAN: I think a little drop of whisky and soda would 
exactly fit the case. 

Sir: Very good, sir. 

[She goes ont. FREEMAN Jooks at her as she goes and 
smiles to himself. He goes to a side table and takes 
from it a plan of his farm. He is thinking of Em1ty 
CHAPMAN'S suggestion. SMITH returns with whisky 
and a syphon. 

FREEMAN: Thank you. [SmirH goes towards the door.| What 
are you doing now? 

SMITH: I was just going to decant the wine for dinner, sir. 

FREEMAN: Oh, yes. . . . I see you’ve been having a great 
game with my clothes. 

SMITH: Me, sir? 

FREEMAN: You’ve marked every confounded thing I’ve got 
with a large T. F. 

SMITH: I’m sorry, sir. Ithought.. . 

FREEMAN: [Interrupting.| Oh, I don’t mind; but it would be 
very awkward if I’d committed a murder and were 
trying to conceal my identity. 

SmirH: [With the shadow of a smile.] Well, sir, there are more 
people in the world who don’t commit murders than 
people who do, and I thought you might be one of them. 

“Fregan: It’s awfully jolly of you to have put my things in 

such od order. 
Smrru: J think!’ ve done everything now, sir. Wherever you 
go, no one’!| beable to say you're not decent. 
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FREEMAN: That’s a very nice thing to be, isn’t it? 

SmiTH: Some people like going about in rags. 

FREEMAN: You see, at home I haven’t got anyone to look 
after me. 

SMITH: Haven’t you got a woman in the house at all, sir? 

FREEMAN: Nothing to speak of. 

SMITH: It must be in a state. 

FREEMAN: [S*é/ing.| I don’t know about that. 

SMITH: I always say that a farm wants a mistress. There’s 
something to do from morning till night, and a man can’t 
do half what a woman can. 

FREEMAN: That’s a matter of opinion. . . . Would you like 
to look at my farm? 

SMITH: Yes, sir, I should. 


[He spreads out the plan, and she looks at it blankly. 


FREEMAN: Well? 

SMITH: I thought you’d got some photographs, sir. I don’t 
know what all that means. 

FREEMAN: I expect you’re one of those farmer’s daughters 
who can just about tell a cow from a haystack and that’s 
all. 

Smita: Well, sir, I can’t see a cow or a haystack there, only 
red squares and green squares. 

FREEMAN: Now, look here, that’s corn, and that’s pasture. 
And there’s the river, running right through it. It’s 
worth a pot of money, that river. And look, that little 
blue square there—that’s my house, and not half a bad 
house, either. 

SMITH: I shouldn’t like to look in the corners. I expect 
there’s a lot of dust and dirt in them. 

FREEMAN: Hulloa, why are you blushing? 

SmirH: I’m not blushing. But it makes me uncomfortable 
when you stare at me. 
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FREEMAN: [Sudden/y.] What’s your health like? 

SMITH: My health? I never think about it. 

FREEMAN: That looks as if you hadn’t much to complain 
about. 

SMITH: Servants can’t afford to make a fuss every time they 
have a finger-ache. 

FREEMAN: Ever ill in bed? 

SmiTu: Not since I was quite a little dot, sir. 

FREEMAN: Can you cookp 

SMITH: You do ask me funny questions. 

FREEMAN: Not at all. It’s a very reasonable question. If 
you’re thinking of going to New South Wales, it’s most 
important that you should be able to cook. What d’you 
think would be the use of your having a good hand with 
silver there? 

SmitH: Was the dinner you had on Friday all right, sir? 

FREEMAN: | quite forget. 

SmirH: I expect it was, or else you’d have noticed it. Men 
are always the same. If things go right they don’t notice 
anything, but if there’s the smallest thing wrong they 
grumble for a week. 

FREEMAN: What about the dinner on Friday? 

SmMi1TH: Well, sir, Cook had one of her sick headaches, and I 
did it. 

FREEMAN: [ Ouickly.| You don’t have sick headaches, do your 

SMITH: [Lasghing.| Me, sir? P’ve never had a headache in my 
life. 

FREEMAN: I dare say you can do fal-lals . . . [Catching sight 
of her puxzled look.| | was going back to Friday’s dinner. 

SMirH: You do jump about so, sir. 

FREEMAN: But can you do good honest English cooking? 


SmirH: When mother wasn’t well I cooked for thirteen at 
home often and often. 
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FREEMAN: Were you happy at home? 
SmirH: Oh, yes, sir. Ilike a farm. I wouldn’t ever have come 
away if there hadn’t been so many of us. 


FREEMAN: [Making up his mind.| 1 don’t know why you’re 
particularly struck on New South Wales? 

SMITH: Well, you see, I’ve got my sister there, sir, and it’s 
nice to have someone belonging to you when you go toa 
strange country. 

FREEMAN: I wonder if you’d like Rhodesia. A jolly climate, 
and the country’s coming on like anything. You’d be 
very useful on my farm. 

SmirH: [Swiling.| Well, sir, I couldn’t very well come to you 
when there’s no lady in the house, could IP 

[.A pause. SmirH takes the empty glass and puts it on the 
salver. She takes up the salver. 

SmirTH: Shall I take the whisky away, sir? 

FREEMAN: [In a matter-of-fact way.| Will you marry me? 

SMITH: [Swcling, as if it were a broad joke.| Me, sir? 

FREEMAN: You, Smith. By the way, what is your name? 

SMITH: Smith, sir. 

FREEMAN: I meant your Christian name. 

SmMitH: [Oxietly putting him in his place.| 1 prefer to be called 
Smith, sir. 

FREEMAN: Why? 

SMITH: In the houses I’ve been used to the servants are 
always called by their surnames, sir, except the footmen. 

[Smiru, as she says this, goes towards the door. FREEMAN 
intercepts her, not in a marked way, but as if it were 
accidental. 


FREEMAN: Where are you going? 


Situ: I was going to decant the claret, sir. The master likes 
it to stand before dinner. 
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FREEMAN: [Po/ize/y.] Has it slipped your memory that I asked 
you a question? 

SmirH: You’re only laughing at me, sir. 

FREEMAN: I beg your pardon, I’m doing nothing of the kind. 
[ Noticing her look.| What’s the matter now? 

SmitH: I was wondering how I was going to get through 
that door with you standing in front of it. 

FREEMAN: I’m certainly not going to let you out of the room 
till you’ve answered me. Hang it all, you don’t get a 
proposal of marriage every day. You might give it your 
serious attention. 

SmitH: Thank you very much, sir, but I don’t think it would 
do. 

FREEMAN: Why not? 

SMITH: [Putting down the tray.| Well, sir, for one thing, ’ma 
domestic servant, and you’re a gentleman. 

FREEMAN: Oh no, ’'m not. Pve long given up that delusion. 

SMITH: That’s what you say, sir. 

FREEMAN: I was a gentleman. I hunted, and I bought my 
clothes in Savile Row, and I belonged to three clubs, and 
I used to have supper at the Savoy with chorus girls. But 
I’m not a gentleman now. 

SMITH: Oh, yes, you are, sir. I knew it the moment I saw 
you. 

FREEMAN: Don’t be so disagreeable. I ought to know. And 
I wish you wouldn’t call me sir every other minute. It 
does put me off when I’m making a proposal of marriage. 

SMITH: I think I know my place, sir. 

FREEMAN: [Swé/ing.] I suppose you think I’ve forgotten 
mine? 

SMITH: It’s not for me to say, sir. 

FREEMAN: Well, that shows I’m nota gentleman. 

SmirH: I don’t hold with people marrying out of their 
proper station. I’ve never seen any good come of it. 
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Freeman: I wish you wouldn’t make general reflections. 
What I want is a straightforward answer. 

SMITH: I thought I gave it to you, sir. 

FREEMAN: It wasn’t the right one. I think you’d better try 
again. . . . Come, my dear, don’t let us talk nonsense. 
You’ll make me a very good wife, and I’ll try to make you 
a very good husband. I’ve got a comfortable home to 
take you to, and you’ll be your own mistress, which is 
much better than being in service. 

SMITH: That’s what Fletcher said yesterday. 

FREEMAN: Who the dickens is Fletcher? 

SMITH: He’s the porter, sir. 

FREEMAN: Has he been making you a proposal of marriage? 

SMITH: Yes, sir. 

FREEMAN: Well, I’m hanged. And what did you say to him? 

Smitu: I didn’t say yes, and I didn’t say no. 

FREEMAN: You’re keeping him dangling? 

SMITH: I can’t make up my mind. 

FREEMAN: You made up your mind about me jolly quick. 

SMITH: Oh, well, sir, you’re different. He’s very much more 
suitable. 

FREEMAN: That’s flattering. 

SMITH: I don’t mean it rudely, sir, but I want to marty a 
working-man. 

FREEMAN: [With humorous indignation.) God bless my soul, 
what do you suppose Iam? I bet you I do more work in 
a day than half a dozen Fletchers in a week. 

SMITH: [Ca/m/y.] Brain work, I don’t count that. 

FREEMAN: Not a bit of it; manual labour, my child. 

SMITH: Oh, I know what gentlemen call manual labour— 
looking on while people they pay wages to do the work. 

FREEMAN: [With a /augh.| You know, I shall slap you in a 
minute. 
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SmitH: Well, sir, I’ve seen gentlemen farmets at work. You 
know what we say about them down our way? Neither 
gentlemen nor farmers. 

FREEMAN: That’s very kind of you, I’m sure. 

SMITH: I didn’t mean it to apply to you, sir. 

FREEMAN: Now look here, what is it you want in a husband? 

SMITH: Me, sir? 

FREEMAN: I suppose you know. 

SMITH: Well, I wouldn’t havea lazy man. 

FREEMAN: Please note that I’m up a good hour before any- 
body in this house. 

SMITH: I don’t say you’re not an early riser. 

FREEMAN: | With satisfaction.| H’m. 

SMITH: [So that he shouldn't look upon the admission as encourage- 
ment.| And a rare bother it is when I want to do the 
drawing-room and find you sitting in it at half-past seven 
every morning. 

FREEMAN: What else? 

SmiTH: Well, I want a man who’s got a strong pair of arms. 
The way I look on it is this. One never knows what’s 
going to happen. A man may be thrown out of work, 
but if he’s not above putting his hand to anything, and 
he’s got a strong pair of arms, he won’t starve in England 
or anywhere else. 

FREEMAN: Feel my muscle. 

SMITH: Oh yes, gentleman’s strength, I know that. 

FREEMAN: Do you? 

SMITH: It’s all very well for playing games with, but when 
it comes to carrying a heavy box up five flights of 
stairs... 

FREEMAN: [Interrupting.| My dear child, I was luggage porter 
for six months in the best hotel in Johannesburg. 


SMITH: [-Astonished.] You, sir? 
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FREEMAN: That’s one in the eye for Fletcher, isn’t it? 

SMITH: [Bridling a little.| Fletchet’s very wiry and willing. He 
says he can bend an iron bar with his hands, and I 
shouldn’t be surprised if it was true. 


FREEMAN: | would. Besides, I don’t see much good in being 
able to bend an iron bar with one’s hands. 


SMITH: Neither do I, sir, but it looks well. 

FREEMAN: [Shaking his head.|'Too showy for my taste. 

[SmirH gives a little laugh. Then she looks up at him 
shyly. 

SMITH: You won’t take it amiss my having said no to you, 
sir? # 

FREEMAN: Not a bit. It’s the fortune of war. 

SmirH: But one has to think of oneself in these matters, 
doesn’t one? 

FREEMAN: I do personally. 

SMITH: And now, if you please, sir, may 1 go and decant the 
wine for dinner? 

FREEMAN: You may. [As she is going.| Won’t you give mea 
kiss? 

[She hesitates for a moment and smiles quietly. 

SMITH: If it'll give you any pleasure, sir. 

FREEMAN: Upon my word, you’re such a sensible girl, it quite 
takes my breath away. Anyone else would have made no 
end of a fuss about it. 

SMITH: Oh, well, sir, what I always says is, no great harm’s 
done by a kiss. 

FREEMAN: That all depends. [FREEMAN goes towards her and 
she puts out her cheek to him. He kisses it. She gives a little 
restrained smile and goes out.) Well, I’m dashed. 

[Axcy comes in, with his hat on the back of his head. 


Aucy: Hulloa, where’s Rose? 
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FREEMAN: I think she’s in her room with Miss Chapman. 

Auey: Ohl [He goes to the door and calls.| 1 say, Smith, tell Mrs. 
Dallas-Baker I’m here. [He shuts the door.| I am a hero. 
Upon my soul, lam. Did you see how I flung myself into 
the breach and accompanied the weepin’ mother to the 
bedside of her dead chiyld? 

FREEMAN: [Good-humouredly.| Wretched creature! 

Aucy: I suppose you’ve been havin’ hysterics? 

FREEMAN: I averted that catastrophe by the application of a 


small whisky and soda. 
[Rose comes in with Emixy, 


Rose: Well? 

Auecy: Well, I took her home. 

Emity: Was she much upset? 

AuGy: She seemed a bit put out, don’t you think. She kept 
on saying, what will Otto say? 

Ross: Silly little fool, she’s frightened to death of Otto. 

AxGy: I suppose he’ll make a regular fuss about it? 

Rose: He’s dreadfully common, you know. 

FREEMAN: It’ll be very vulgar of him if he’s annoyed at his 


baby’s death, won’t itp 
[SMITH comes in. 


SMITH: If you please, ma’am, I can’t draw the cork of the 
claret the master put out for dinner. 

Rose: You'd better ask Fletcher to do it. 

SMITH: He was in the kitchen, ma’am; he’s tried already. 


FREEMAN: | thought he was a sort of young Hercules. D’you 
mean to say Fletcher can’t draw a cork? 


SMITH: [Rather condescendingly.| Well, sir, if he can’t draw it, 


nobody can. 
FREEMAN: Bring the bottle and let me have a shot. 
SMITH: Very good, sir. [She goes out. 


Emity: I’m going to say good-bye to you. 
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Rose: Good-bye, dear. Please forgive these domestic details. 

Emizy: Smith looks upon me as one of the family. 

Rosz: I’m afraid our bridge hasn’t been a great success 
to-day. 

ee [Shaking hands with FRrEMAN.] Good-bye, and good 
uck. 

Aucy: What are you wishing him good luck in? 


Emity: [With a smile.| His matrimonial schemes. 
FREEMAN: Like those of mice and men, they gang oft agley. 
Aucy: My dear fellow, don’t talk Scotch to us... . You 
should take my advice and put an advertisement in the 
Telegraph. 
FREEMAN: I’m beginning to think I shall be driven to it. 
[SmirH comes back with a bottle of claret: there is a 
corkscrew in the neck. 
SMITH: Fletcher’s had another try, sir, and he can’t move it. 
FREEMAN: Fletcher’s a donkey. 
[He takes the bottle and pulls the corkscrew. He stops and 
takes a long breath. 
SMITH: [ Ouietly chafing him.| Vm afraid you'll strain yourself, 
sir. 
FREEMAN: Shut up! 
[He pulls again, and this time he slowly draws out the cork. 
He hands the bottle back to SmMitH with a quizzical look. She 
smiles slightly as she takes it and looks down. 
Axcy: Upon my soul, you are a strong beast. 
[FREEMAN slowly takes the corkscrew out of the cork and 
hands the cork to SMITH. 
FREEMAN: You can give the cork to Fletcher with my 
compliments, and perhaps he’d like to wear it on his 
watch-chain. 
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THE FOURTH ACT 


THE SCENE #5 the same as in the preceding Act. 

FREEMAN és Jounging in an arm-chair, with a book in his hand. 
SMITH enters with a tray on which are half a dozen vases of 
flowers. He gives her a glance as she comes in, then goes on 
reading. Having put the vases in various places, she stands in 
the middle of the room to survey them, then changes one or two of 
them. 

FREEMAN: [With a slight smile.| They were all right before, 
you know. 

SmiTH: [Gives a Little start.) You did give me a start. I 
thought you was reading, sir. 

FREEMAN: When you came in I suddenly discovered I had 
something better to do. [SmirH does not answer.| It may 
interest you to know that I’m going away next week. 

SMITH: We shall be sorry to lose you, sir. 

FREEMAN: I can’t flatter myself that it’ll disturb your night’s 
rest. 

SMITH: It would want a lot to do that. [She watts for him to 
reply, but as he takes up his book she moves towards the door.| 
Is there anything else, sir? 

FREEMAN: [Looking up.| Nothing, thank you. : 

SMITH: [Hesz¢ating.| Excuse me, sir. 

FREEMAN: Yes? 

SMITH: I—I want to thank you for being so kind to me, sir. 


FREEMAN: That’s very good of you. I’ve not noticed that I’ve 
been kind. 


SMITH: Many gentlemen would have taken advantage of— 
of what you said last week to be familiar. 
190 
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FREEMAN: I could hardly look upon it as encouragement 
when you refused to marry me. 


SMITH: Or you might have been very short with me. I know 
it’s silly when you’re in a situation, but I don’t like it 
when people talk to you as if you was a dog. 

FREEMAN: [Swziling.] Now you’re being idiotic. You’d better 
get on with your work. 

SMITH: Yes, sit. 


FREEMAN: It never struck me it might be rather uncomfort- 
able for you here afterwards. 

SMITH: Cook said she thought I ought to give notice. 

FREEMAN: Oh, have you discussed it with Cook? 

SMITH: You don’t mind, sir, do your 

FREEMAN: Not a bit. You can discuss it with the dustman if 
you like. 

SMITH: Well, sir, mother asked Cook to keep an eye on me, 
so I thought I'd better tell her what you’d said. Though 
the fact is, ] keep more of an eye on her. 

FREEMAN: [-Amused.| Do your 

SMITH: It seems to me that single women when they get near 
forty always become rather silly about men. 

FREEMAN: [With a chuckle.}] And what did you say to Cook 
when she advised you to leave? 

SMITH: Well, I said I didn’t know how she’d get on without 
me. 

FREEMAN: I see that you have a proper opinion of yourself. 

SMITH: It’s not everyone as could get on with Cook, sir, so I 
thought I’d wait and see. 

FREEMAN: I hope I haven’t made myself very objectionable. 

SMITH: No, sir. You’ve been just the same as you was before. 
Except you used to chat a little with me now and then, 
and you’ve hardly said a word to me till to-day. 


FREEMAN: I’ve thought a good deal. 
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SMITH: Have you, sir? 

FREEMAN: I think you’re a very good girl, and the man you 
marry will be a devilish lucky chap. 

SMITH: Now you’re laughing at me again, sir. 

FREEMAN: No, I’m not. I fancy you’ll keep him in order, but 
there’s not much harm in that. I hope you'll be very 
happy. 

Smitu: [Blushing with pleasure.| Thank you, sir. 

FREEMAN: If you’ll allow me to give you a little bit of advice, 
I wouldn’t ask too much from life if I were you. Re- 
member that you can’t expect perfection from anyone, so 
make allowances for him now and then. 

SmirH: One always has to do that with a man, doesn’t one? 

FREEMAN: [Chuck/ing.] And I hope he’ll be as good to you as 
you deserve. 

SMITH: [ With a smile.| I hope he’ll be better than that, sir. 

FREEMAN: Well, don’t let him know that such a thing is 
possible. [4 bell is heard. 

SMITH: There’s the front door. 

FREEMAN: [As she goes.] I expect it’s Mr. Peppercorn. 

[SmirH goes out, and FREEMAN fakes up his book and 
begins reading. SMITH enters to announce EMILY 
CHAPMAN. Emizy is dressed much more quietly than 
in the preceding Acts and wears no jewellery. She bas 
left off her rouge and the black round her eyes, and looks 
a little pale in consequence. SMITH goes out after 
Speaking. 

SMITH: Miss Chapman. 

FREEMAN: [Getting up and going to her cordially.| You're quite a 
stranger. 

Emity: How do you do? 

FREEMAN: It’s at least a century since you were here. 


Emity: [Swi/ing.] A week and one day, to be precise. 
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FREEMAN: I’m afraid Rose is not in. Providence having sent 
us a wet Sunday, Rose thought she’d get even with 
Providence by taking Herbert to church. 

Emiry: I came now because I thought I might catch you 
alone. 

FREEMAN: [Sw/ing.] That’s very flattering. 

Emtzy: I wanted to thank you. 

FREEMAN: Good heavens, what for? 

Emity: It was good of you to send me that three hundred 
pounds the other day. I can’t tell you how touched I was 
that you thought of it. 

FREEMAN: Oh, nonsense! 

Emity: My first impulse was to return it, but then I thought 
that would be very silly and romantic. I wanted the 
money badly, and, after all, one has to let one’s common 
sense triumph over one’s finer feelings sometimes, 
doesn’t one? 

FREEMAN: [Laughing.| One does, indeed. 

Emity: I’ve paid my dressmaker. For the first time in my life 
I haven’t a debt in the world. 

FREEMAN: You must feel immensely relieved. 

EMIy: Just at present I feel rather lonely. 

FREEMAN: You'll get used to it. 

Emity: But I’ve done something else. I’ve sold everything I 
possessed, all my dresses—I fortunately had some rather 
decent lace—and every trinket I had. [With a rapid smile.) 
Even the ring you gave me ten years ago. 

FREEMAN: [Sarprised.] But why? 

Emiy: I didn’t want them any more. I’m going away. 

FREEMAN: Are you? 

Emiy: I’ve come to say good-bye to you all, and I wanted to 
tell you what I’m going to do, because you’ve had a 
good deal to do with it. I hope you won’t think it’s 
awfully silly of me. 
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FREEMAN: I have no doubt I shall. 


Emi y: [Ligh#/y.] You know, I really did rather a good action 
the other day when I refused to marry you because 
neither of us cared two straws for the other. . . . Don’t 
you hug yourself night and day when you think you 
haven’t got to pay with a lifetime’s misery for giving way 
to a moment of emotion? Honestly? 

FREEMAN: What a monstrous question! 

Emity: I don’t know why I did it. It was something stronger 
than myself that just took me and made me. But it was 
madness. Good actions are like drug-taking; the first 
step may lead you goodness knows where. 

FREEMAN: [Comica/ly.| You fill me with consternation. 


Emity: I felt desperately virtuous afterwards, and I had a 
sleepless night or two, and I cried a good deal. 


FREEMAN: I say, I’m awfully sorry. 
Emity: There’s no need to be, because I was quite happy. 


[She pauses and looks at him a little shyly; when she goes on 
it is without the gaiety of manner which she had before, 
but rather seriously. 


Emity: I don’t know what came over me. I suddenly felt so 
horribly worthless, and J hated the life I’ve been leading 
for the last ten years. I wonder if you realise what it 
means to be a penniless woman trying to keep up appear- 
ances. The humiliation you have to put up with from 
people richer than yourself, the snubs you have to accept 
with a smiling face! 


FREEMAN: I expect you’ve had rather a rotten time. 


Emity: And the last two or three years it’s been growing 
harder. People didn’t mind asking a pretty girl to their 
houses, but they weren’t so anxious to have a woman 
who was so notoriously looking for a husband. Pve had 
to hunt for invitations, and I can’t be so particular about 
whom I know. People are beginning to think I play 
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bridge too well. When I win they’re already half 
inclined to suggest there’s something fishy about it; in a 
little while they’ll fight shy of playing with me. And 
heaven knows what else they’re saying. I have to dress 
well. It’s not me people ask to parties, but my frocks, and 
they want to know where the money comes from. Oh, 
it’s hateful. 

FREEMAN: It’s not very nice. 

Emity: I looked at myself in the glass. I’m only thirty, and 
I’m a painted harridan already. What shall I be in ten 
years? . . . I could have killed myself then. 

FREEMAN: I perceive you didn’t. 

Emirty: No, but I decided to make an end of it all the same. 
I’ve had enough of all that humiliation and all that 
beastliness. [Gaz/y.] I started by washing my face. 

FREEMAN: As an economy or as a symbol? 


Emity: [With a /augh.] | thought there was no time to waste, 
and the only thing was to work for my living. I went to 
a hospital and tried to be taken on as a nurse. It’s 
sufficiently commonplace, but it was the first thing that 
occurred to me. 

FREEMAN: Well? 

Emity: The matron looked me up and down, and said I 
wasn’t at all the sort of woman they wanted. Then I had 
another idea. 

FREEMAN: You seem to be full of them. 

Emity: D’you remember telling me that Smith was thinking 
of emigrating to New South Wales? Well, I made 
inquiries. 

FREEMAN: You? 

Emity: I’ve got a second-class ticket in my pocket, for which 
I haven’t had to pay anything. I start for Sydney at once, 
and on my arrival I’m guaranteed a job at quite a decent 


salary. 
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FREEMAN: I think it’s awfully brave of you. 
Emizy: It isn’t a bit. It’s merely the least of quite a number of 
evils. 
FREEMAN: [Hearing the sound of an opening door.| There are Rose 
and Herbert. 
Emizy: You need not tell them what I’m going to do. 
FREEMAN: I won’t say a word. 
[Rosz and DALLAS-BAKER come in. He is more respect- 


able than ever in his frock-coat. Rosk has a prayer- 
book in her hand. 


Rose: Oh, Emily, I’ve been wondering what on earth had 
become of you. 

Emi ty: [Kissing her.] ve been very busy. 

Ross: Is Algy not here? 

FREEMAN: [’ve not seen him. 

RosE: How tiresome he is! 

FREEMAN: I have no doubt he’ll come in time for lunch. 

Rose: I’m beginning to think he’s making too great a con- 
venience of us. 


[FREEMAN raises bis eyebrows and outlines a whistle with 
his lips. Rose goes out impatiently. 

DAuLAS-BAKER: Rose isn’t in a very good humour this 
morning. I wish Algy would come. 

FREEMAN: [Dry/y.] Do you? 

Datvas-BAKER: I hope he’s not going to be latefor luncheon. 
It always puts Rose out to be kept waiting. 

FREEMAN: As it was raining and you couldn’t play golf, I dare 
say he thought he’d take a day off. 


[Rose comes back, without the prayer-book, having taken 
off her gloves. 
Rose: Will you stay to lunch, Emily? 
Emity: It’s very kind of you, but I’m afraid I can’t. 
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Ross: Have you seen Cynthia Rosenberg lately? 

Emity: No, I called, but she wasn’t at home. 

Rose: I’m very angry with her. I called twice, and I happen 
to know she was in each time, and they wouldn’t let me 
up. I wrote and asked if I might go and see her, and she 
hasn’t answered my letter. 


DAtuLas-BAxkER: I dare say she was very much upset by the 
baby’s death. 

Rose: Nonsense! 

Datuas-BAKER: I’m afraid she may think it was a little our 
fault that she didn’t get home in time. 


Rose: Oh, Herbert, don’t begin on that again. I think you’re 
growing more and more prosy every day. 


[ALGY PEPPERCORN comes in. 


Datias-BAKER: [Taking no notice of his entrance.| I’ve been 
very much worried by the whole thing. 


Rosg: My dear Herbert, it’s ancient history now. 


Da.uaAs-BAKER: The fact is, people might say very disagree- 
able things if they knew that .. . 


Rosz: [Interrupting.| ’'m quite indifferent to what people say 
about me. 

AucGy: How lucky Iam! [ve arrived in the nick of time fora 
domestic tiff. 

Rosz: You’re very late, my friend. 

Axey: Am I? 

Rosz: Don’t you think you might at least pretend some 
regret 

AuGy: I precipitate myself at your feet and kiss the hem of 
your garment. 

Ross: I’m beginning to think you’re growing stupid, Algy. 

AuGy: I’ve noticed it for some time. 

DALuLAS-BAKER: What happened to you last night, young 
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man? It was too bad of you to telephone five minutes 
before dinner that you weren’t able to come. 

Ross: I’ve been wondering when it would occur to you to 
apologise for putting us to inconvenience. 

Aucy: [Takes out his handkerchief and holds up a knotted 
corner.| There. Look at that. I thought of a most con- 
vincing excuse as I came along, and so that I shouldn’t 
forget it, I made a knot in my handkerchief. And now 
it’s gone. I shall never trust to a knot in my handkerchief 
again. 

[Smrru enters to announce Mrs. Orro ROSENBERG, and 
then goes out. CYNTHIA is in mourning. 

SMITH: Mrs. Rosenberg. 

[She stops short on coming into the room, and is evidently 
seized with nervousness. 

Rose: Cynthia. 

Mrs. Orro: I didn’t expect to find so many people. I 
thought as it was Sunday... [She stops. 

Rose: [Kissing her.| What on earth’s the matter? Why 
wouldn’t you see me the other day when I called? 

Mrs. Orro: [Shaking hands with DALLAS-BAKER.] How d’you 
do? 

Da uas-BakEr: I’m glad to have this opportunity of ex- 
pressing my sympathy with your great loss. 

Rosz: Really, Herbert. 

Mrs. Orro: It’s very kind of you. . . . IL have something to 
say to you, Rose. 

FREEMAN: Would you like us to leave you? 

[Mrs. Orro hesitates for an instant. 


Mrs. Orro: No, don’t bother. 
FREEMAN: Won’t you sit down? 


Mrs. Orro: No, thank you, I can only stay a minute. You 
wrote to me the other day, Rose. 
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Rosz: Pve been wondering why on earth you haven’t 
answered. 

Mrs. Orro: Otto wanted me to answer by letter, but I felt I 
couldn’t. I thought I could explain so much better if I 
saw you. It’s .. . it’s very difficult. 


Rosz: You’re extraordinarily mysterious. I simply wrote to 
ask when I could come and see you. It was mete 
politeness. 


[Mrs. Orro is seized again with nervousness; she pulls 
aimlessly at the braid of her dress. 


Mrs. Orro: Pm afraid I can’t ask you to come and see me 
just yet. . . . You must forgive me. 

RosxE: Why on earth not? 

Mrs. Orrto: [Breaking out hysterically.| Oh, Pve had such an 
awful week. When I got home and the baby was dead, 
Otto was furious with me. He locked the nursery door 
and wouldn’t let me go in. He’d never been angry with 
me before. I didn’t know he could speak like that. He 
. . « Oh— [She makes a motion to suggest that he hit her.| 1 
thought he was going to kill me. 

Rost: The brute. 

Mrs. Orro: J—TI didn’t mind. I never knew... 1. 
And he wouldn’t speak to me. I had to go to Rachel and 
ask her to go to him. He said I’d married him for his 
money, and I was a worthless wife and a worthless 
mother. 

Rose: You oughtn’t to have let him. 

Mrs. Orro: It was true. 

Rosz: Fortunately we don’t live in a world where people 
habitually speak the truth. 

Mrs. Orro: He talked of separating, and I was so horribly 
frightened. After all, he’s the only person in the world 
who cares for me. And he was always so good to me, and 
he was always going out of his way to do things for me. 
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And I didn’t know where I was to go to if he left me. It 
seemed to me the whole world was coming to an end. 

RosE: Because Otto Rosenberg suggested a separation? 


Mrs. Orto: I suppose I cared for him more than I knew. 
. . . And at last he said that if I'd try to be more decent, 


he’d keep me. . . . And I promised to give up seeing 
you. 

Rose: Me? 

Mrs. Orro: All of you. . .. The people I’ve been going 


about with. He thinks you’re such—I don’t quite know 
how to put it. 

Rose: My dear, you need not trouble to explain. We shall 
bear the loss of your society with fortitude. 

Mrs. Orrto: Don’t be angry with me. I felt I wast explain, so 
that you shouldn’t think too badly of me. Pm afraid it 
applies to you also, Emily. 

Emity: [Good-naturedly.| Oh, my dear, don’t be troubled 
about me. I couldn’t have seen you much more in any 
case. I’m going away. 

Rose: You, Emily? 

FEity: Yes, I came to say good-bye to you to-day. P’m 
going to Australia. We shall never abuse one another 
again at bridge, Rose. 

Roses: That will at least be an advantage to my pocket. 

Mrs. Orro: [Timidly to Rosz.] Good-bye. 

Rose: You can tell Otto with my compliments that... 

FREEMAN: [Interrupting.] I wouldn’t say anything disagree- 
able, Rose. [To Mrs. Orro.] I’m sorry I don’t know your 
husband. 

Mrs. Orro: You called him a fat old German Jew when you 
first came. 

FREEMAN: I knew him much less than I do now. Good-bye. 


Mrs. Orro: [Turning to DaLLas-BAKER.] Good-bye. 
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Daxas-Baker: [S7fy.] Good-bye. 
[He opens the door for her and she goes out. 


Rose: [with a little laugh.] I never heard anything so vulgar 
and so absurd. 

Da.uas-BAKER: I dare say we shall be able to do without her, 
my dear. I don’t think either she or her husband was 
quite our form. 

Ross: [Bztrer/y.] We might have discovered that before they 
turned their backs on us. 

Datuas-BAkeEr: [Taking out his watch.] Pve just got time to 
read a brief before luncheon. I shall go and put on a 
smoking-jacket. I think my frock-coat is growing a little 
tight for me. 

Emity: I'd better say good-bye to you before you go. 

Datuas-BAkER: Good-bye. Pm sure I hope you'll have a 
pleasant journey. 

Emity: Thank you very much. [He goes out. 

Auey: You'll write and tell us all about the kangaroos, won’t 
your 

Emizy: [Swzling.] I will. [Turning to Rosz.] Well, good-bye, 
dear. 

Rose: Are you going already? 

Emi y: I’m afraid I must. 


[They kiss one another indifferently. Rose touches the bell 
as Emiy shakes hands with AuGy. 
Auey: This is an affecting leave-taking, isn’t it? 
Emizy: Very. 


[FREEMAN has gone to the door and opens it. He shakes 
hands with EMILY. 


FREEMAN: Good-bye, and good luck. 
EMizy: [Swiling, but with tears in her eyes.] Good-bye. 


[She goes out, and FREEMAN shuts the door after her. 
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Rosz: You look quite heart-broken, Tom. 


FREEMAN: Doesn’t it move you a little to see the last of a 
friend that you’ve known all your life? 


Rosz: She was getting quite impossible, you know. People 
were beginning to fight shy of her. 


Axey: Personally I much prefer new acquaintances to old 
friends. 

Rose: [With a laugh.| There is a sentiment to shock you, 
Tom. 

FREEMAN: Oh, my dear Rose, you’ve all long ceased to 
shock me. I might as well be shocked by the marionettes 
in a child’s theatre. 


Aucy: Hulloa, what new wheeze is this? 


FREEMAN: At first when I came home I was frankly horrified. 
I thought I'd fallen into a perfect sink of iniquity. 


Rose: How absurd! 

FREEMAN: It took me some time to discover that you 
weren’t real people at all. You’re not men and women, 
but strange sexless creatures, without blood in your 
veins, and when one puts you face to face with life— 
[Shrugging his shoulders scornfully|—a parcel of young 
ladies painting the Alps in water-colour. You’re too 
trifling to be wicked. Your only vice is cigarette- 
smoking, your only passion is bridge. You want nothing 
very much except to be amused, and boredom eats into 
your very bones. In yourselves you’re perfectly unim- 
portant, but England is full of people as flippant and 
frivolous and inane as yourselves. 

Axey: [Looking at his watch.] Lucky I haven’t got a train to 
catch. 

Rose: My dear Tom, Emily Chapman cares as little for me 
as I care for her. It’s absurd of you to lecture me like 
a schoolgirl because I don’t have an attack of hysterics 
when she tells me she is going to Australia. 
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Axcy: I say, I wonder why the deuce she’s going. 

Rose: I should think Tom could tell you more about it than 
anyone else. 

FREEMAN: Why? 

Rosz: I imagine she failed in inducing you to marry her, 
and she thought you were her last chance. 

FREEMAN: It may interest you to know that I asked her to 
marry me. 

AuGy: What fun? What did she say? 

FREEMAN: She advised me to marry Smith. 

Rose: Smith? 

Axcy: What a good idea! Do offer her your hand and heart. 

FREEMAN: I have. 

Rose: Toml 

FREEMAN: Pray don’t excite yourself. She refused me. 

Aucy: [Laughing.| What a jokel 

Rosse: Why on earth did you do that? 

FREEMAN: Because I think she’d make an admirable wife. 
She’s the only woman [ve seen since I came back who 
seems capable of being a good housekeeper and a decent 
mother. She’s very simple, and she has a good heart, 
and she’s honest and straightforward. 

Ross: Why did she refuse? 

FREEMAN: I’m afraid she didn’t think me good enough. 

Rose: Are you serious? 

FREEMAN: Perfectly. 

Auey: It must have been rather a sell for you. 

FREEMAN: It was rather. 


[Rosz goes to the bell and rings it. She keeps her finger 
on it. Her face becomes cold and hard. 


FREEMAN: What are you ringing for? 
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Rose: [Frigid/y.] Surely I can ring the bell in my own house 
without accounting to you for it. 
FREEMAN: You’re not going to do anything beastly, Rose? 
[SMITH comes in. 
Ross: Smith, I wish you to leave to-morrow morning. 
SMITH: [_Astounded.] Me, ma’am? 
FREEMAN: [Indignantly.] Rose! 
[These two speeches are said simultaneously. 
Rose: [To FRreEMAN.] Please leave me alone... . [To 
SMiTH.] I shall give you your month’s money. 
SmitH: What have I done, ma’am? 
Ross: I have no explanation to offer. I shall expect you to 
be ready at ten o’clock. 
FREEMAN: [In an undertone.] Rose, you can’t be such a beast. 
Rose: [Vindictzvely.| Surely I can dismiss my own servants 
if I wish to. [To Smrru.] You can go. 


[SmirH ¢ries to stifle a sob and silently leaves the room. 


FREEMAN: How can you be so cruel? 

Rose: Don’t be absurd. How can you expect me to keep 
a servant that you’ve been making love to? It’s too 
disgraceful. Every tenant in the flats knows by now 
that you’ve asked her to marry you. If you wanted to 
play those sorts of tricks you ought not to have come 
here. You’ve made me the laughing stock of the whole 
place. 

[FREEMAN shrugs his shoulders, but does not answer. He 
goes to the window and looks out. Aucy looks from 
one to the other. 


Arcy: Well, I must be getting along. 

Rose: [Turning on bim.| Aren’t you lunching here? 
Axcy: No, I’m afraid I can’t. Didn’t you know? 
Rose: [ With tight ips.] I didn’t. 
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Aucy: How stupid of mother! I told her to ring you up 
this morning and tell you. 

Rosz: Where are you lunching? 

Auecy: I? Oh, with Lady Whitstable. 

Rosz: Lady Whitstable’s out of town. I saw in the paper 
this morning that she’s got a week-end party on the 
river. 

Aucy: [Unperturbed.] Has she? That’s rather awkward, 
isn’t it? 

Rosz: Tom, will you leave us? I want to talk to Algy alone. 

FREEMAN: Certainly. [He goes out. 

Rose: You’ve rather put your foot in it, haven’t you? 

Auecy: It shows the danger of snobbishness. If I’d said I 
was lunching with Mrs. Jones or Robinson you'd have 
been none the wiser. 

Rosz: What are you hiding from me? 

Auey: I? 

Ross: Oh, don’t pretend to be stupider than you are. I know 
you’re hiding something from me. Something’s the 
matter. Why did you tell me that lie? 


Aucy: It was stupid of me. I’m lunching with some 
Americans called Trevor. 


Ross: I’ve never heard of them. 

Aucy: They’ve managed, notwithstanding that, to exist, and 
even to amass a considerable fortune. 

Rose: [Looking at him sharply.| What d’you mean? 


Auey: If you want to know, I’m proposing to marry their 
young and lovely daughter. 


Rosz: [Quxickly.] Are you engaged to her? 
Auer: [With a quiet smile.| 1 am. 
Ross: How long has this been going on? 


Auey: I offered her my young affections at a dance the night 
before last. 


206 SMITH ACT IV 


Rose: Why haven’t you told me anything about it? 

Aucy: The Trevors are making a tour round Europe and 
won't return to London till the late autumn. I thought 
there was no need to trouble you with my private affairs 
till then. 


Rose: I suppose you thought we mightn’t be so ready to 
take you motoring with us in the summer if... 


[She stops indignantly. 
Auey: [Blandly.| If what? 


Rose: You liar. 


Aucy: [Raising his eyebrows.] Because I keep to myself a 
perfectly private matter? 


Ross: Is she richp 


Aucy: On the contrary, for an American she’s very poor. 
She has barely two thousand a year, poor thing. We 
shall have to be rigidly economical. 


Rose: [Volently.] Oh, don’t laugh all the time. 

AuGy: You know, upon my word, I don’t see why you’re 
taking it like this. 

Rosz: How could you let me go on making all sorts of plans 
for the future? If you’d had any decent feeling at all you 
wouldn’t have made such a fool of me. 


Aucy: My dear Rose, women are very peculiar. We got on 
extremely well together, but you were just as little in 
love with me as I was with you. It would have bored 
you if I’d made love to you just as much as it would 
have bored me to do it. But I knew quite well that you 
didn’t want me to make love to anyone else. You liked 
to think I was your property, and you were looking 
forward to the pleasure of giving me the chuck when 
you grew sick of me. 


Rose: [Beginning to sob angrily.) There’s not a soul in the 
world who cares for me. 


Aucy: My dear Rose, you’re just going to do a very foolish 
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thing. Now that I’m engaged to somebody else you’re 
going to persuade yourself that you’re in love with me. 

Rosz: How can you have the heart to sneer at me? 

Axcy: I’m not sneering at you. I’m just pointing out how 
stupid it is to want a thing only when you can’t get it. 
[He looks at his watch.| Vm afraid I must go now. I 
suppose you'll be in to supper to-night. 

Rose: No! 

Aucy: What a bore! I shall have to sup with mother. 

Rosz: You need not give yourself the trouble of coming 
here again. I’ve come to the conclusion that you 
bore me. 

AxeGy: Just as you like. But you see how wise I was to keep 
the happy news of my engagement locked in my own 
manly bosom. 

Rose: You'll be late for your party. 

Aucy: [Good-naturedly, holding out his hand.| Good-bye. Pm 
sure you'll like my wife. 

Rose: You cad. 


[He gies a short laugh, shrugs his shoulders, and goes 
out. Rose sinks into a chair and begins to cry. 
FREEMAN comes in. 


FREEMAN: I heard Algy go. . . . Hulloa, what’s the matter? 

Rosz: He’s gone—for good. 

FREEMAN: [Gravely, after a moment’s pause.| 1 don’t think he’s 
much loss. 


Rosse: Emily’s gone, and Cynthia won’t see me, and now 
he’s gone too. Why have they all left me at once? What 
have I done? I might be plague-stricken. 


FREEMAN: [Gravely.| I think they left you because you never 
tried to make them your friends. You used them for 
your pleasure as they used you for theirs. It’s very hard 
to make friends. It requires that one should give all 
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oneself without a thought of return. . . . But you might 
find it worth while. 


Ross: I despise them all. 


FREEMAN: [ Very gently.] You’ve got precious little out of life 
so far. Why don’t you try a change? You’ve got a 
chance that you'll never have again. 


[Rose looks away, hesitating; for a moment she wavers. 
Then she breaks out hysterically, with a kind of 
desperate courage. 


Rosz: Can the Ethiopian change his skin? I’m not made 
like you, Tom. I must go on as I’ve begun. If a few 
acquaintances have left me I can make more. I’m not 
going to worry my head about them. [She goes to the 
door and opens it.| Herbert. 


Daxuas-BAKER: Yes, my dear. 


Rose: Be quick. I want you. [He comes in.] Herbert, let’s 
go and lunch at Prince’s, you and I, shall we? We can’t 
lunch in. We’ve had a catastrophe in the kitchen. 


Daxias-BAKER: Why, what’s the matter with your 


Rose: [Hysterically.| Nothing’s the matter with me. But ’'m 
bored. I want gaiety. I want the crowd, and the band, 
and the noise. 

Dauss-BakeEr: Just as you like, my dear. But what about 
Tome 

FREEMAN: I shall go to my club. [ve got to see a man there, 
and it'll be a good opportunity. 

Rose: We must hurry up. It’s growing awfully late. 

Dauuas-Baxer: I'll just go and change my coat. I shan’t be 
a minute. [He goes out. 

Rose: I won’t be bored. I’m going to amuse myself. I want 
the crowd, and the band, and the gaiety. And afterwards 
we'll take a taxi and go down to Ranelagh. 
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[She stands trying to control herself, irying to keep back 
the stifled sobs that force themselves from her. 
DALLAS-BAKER comes in, having put on his frock- 
coat. 

Dauias-BAKER: Now I’m ready, my dear. 

Rose: Come on. 

[They go out. The front door is heard to bang. A moment 
or two later FREEMAN fakes a jar of flowers off the 
chimney-piece and drops it on the floor near a table. 
He smiles quietly to himself and rings the bell. SMITH 
appears. 

SmitH: [Holding herself erect, trying to be very dignified.) Did 
you ring, sir? 

FREEMAN: [ With his tongue in his cheek.] It’s so stupid of me. 
I knocked a flower-glass over. Would you wipe up the 
water? 

SMITH: Yes, sir. 

[She takes a duster out of a drawer, goes down on her 
knees, and dries the carpet. She picks up the flowers 
and replaces them in the vase. 

FREEMAN: You've been crying. 

SMITH: [Rather sharply.| No, I haven’t, sir. 

FREEMAN: I apologise. . . . Are you put out at leaving? 

SMITH: No one’s ever given me notice before, sir, I don’t 
like being spoken to like a dog. 

FREEMAN: I’m afraid it was my fault. 

SMITH: I thought as much. 

FREEMAN: I’m very sorry. It never occurred to me that my 
sister would take it in that way. 

SMITH: Oh, it doesn’t matter, sit. Cook said it was bound 
to come. 

FREEMAN: Cook seems to be a confirmed pessimist. 

SmitH: It won’t take me long to find another place. 
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FREEMAN: Why don’t you go right away to your sister at 
Sydney? It’s better than mouldering away in one place 
after another. 

SMITH: I can’t do that now, sir. I had a letter from her last 
week, saying she and her husband were coming home 
for a holiday. 

FREEMAN: Oh! . . . Would you like to stay on here? I dare 
say my sister would... 

SMITH: ” [Interrupting.| Thank you very much, sir, but I 
shouldn’t like to stay in a place where I’d been given 
notice for no fault of my own. 

FREEMAN: Sinful pride, I call that. 

SmiTH: I call it having a proper spirit. 

FREEMAN: Then it seems to me that the only thing that 
remains is Fletcher. 

SMITH: Thank you, it'll be a long time before I marry 
Fletcher. 

FREEMAN: Oh? 

SMITH: Pve not spoken to him for a week. 

FREEMAN: Well, you'll have all the more to say when you’re 
married. 

SMmitH: I made up my mind, and told him I wouldn’t. 

FREEMAN: Why did you do that? 

SMITH: [Giving up the effort to be on her dignity, with a little 
chuckle.| Well, sir, d’you remember that cork you drew? 

FREEMAN: Of course I do. The young Hercules couldn’t 
manage it, could he? 

SmirH: Well, I told him if he couldn’t draw a cork that a 
gentleman could draw, he must be a weak little thing. 
FREEMAN: I don’t think ¢hat’s very logical. It only means 

that I’m a strong big one. 


SmirH: I was only chafing him, sir, but he got quite nasty 
about it, and one thing led to another; and at last, to 
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make a long story short, I told him he could take himself 
off. And last Wednesday he went out with the girl 
upstairs. 

FREEMAN: Well, that’s disposed of Fletcher, hasn’t it? 

SMITH: I never really liked him. 

FREEMAN: It seems to me you’re rather at a loose end. ... 
Why don’t you change your mind and marry me? 

SMITH: Thank you very much, sir; but when I say no, I 
mean no. 

FREEMAN: I know you’re very nice, but you can’t be so 
different as all that from the rest of your sex. 

SMITH: It wouldn’t do, and there’s an end of it. 

FREEMAN: You can go home for a few days while I get a 
special licence. Then T’ll come down and marry you, 
and we can start off immediately afterwards. 

[SmirH does not answer. She smiles shyly and looks down. 
She is obviously wavering. 


FREEMAN: Have you any objection to me personally? 
SMITH: [With a little smile.| No, sir, I can’t say I have. 


FREEMAN: You know, at first I asked you to marry me 
because I wanted a wife. Now I ask you to marry me 
because I want you. 

SMITH: Cook was quite right. I ought to have left at once. 


FREEMAN: Oh, damn Cook. [Seeing a look of surprise come on 
her face as she glances up at the chimney-piece.| What’s the 
matter? 

SMITH: I was wondering how you could have knocked them 
flowers off the table when I remember putting them on 
the mantelpiece. 

FREEMAN: I didn’t knock them over. I put them very care- 
fully on the floor so that you should have the bother of 
clearing them up. 


SmirH: [Wath a Jaugh.| You are a caution. 
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FREEMAN: Well? 
Smiru: I must go and get my box packed. 


FREEMAN: You’re not going out of this room till you’ve 
given me at least one sensible reason why you won’t 


marry me. 
SMITH: Who’s going to prevent me? 
FREEMAN: I am. 
SmitH: I should like to see you do it. 
[She tries to pass him, but he catches hold of her wrists. 


FREEMAN: No, you don’t. 

SMITH: [Beginning to get cross.| Will you let me go? 

FREEMAN: I will not. 

SMITH: I refused you because you’re a gentleman, and you 
can’t get over that. 

FREEMAN: But, my dear, no gentleman would ever raise his 
hand to a woman. 

SMITH: [With a /augh.| You’ve got an answer to everything. 

FREEMAN: So have you, but yours is never the right one. 

SMITH: It seems there’s no getting you to take no. 

FREEMAN: Not such a fool. 

SMITH: Then perhaps it’l] be better if I make it yes. 

FREEMAN: [Taking her in hi: arms.| You ate a dear. Now tell 
me what your name is. 


SMITH: Marty. 
FREEMAN: How clever of you! That’s just what I wanted it 
to be. Give me a kiss. [He kisses her. 


FREEMAN: Well? 
SMITH: [With a happy sigh.| It’s rather nice. 


THE END 
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THE LAND OF PROMISE 
ACT I 


ScENE: The drawing-room at Miss Wickham’ s house in Tunbridge 
Wells. It is a room in which there is too much furniture. There 
are armchairs covered with faded chintz, little tables here and 
there, cabinets containing china, a great many photographs in 
silver frames, porcelain ornaments wherever there is a vacant 
space, Chippendale chairs and chairs from the Tottenham 
Court Road. There are flowers in vases and growing plants. 
The wall-paper has a pattern of enormous chrysanthemums, 
and on the walls are a large number of old-fashioned water- 
colours in gilt frames. There is one door, which leads into the 
hall; and a French window opens on to the garden. The window 
is decorated with white lace curtains. It is four o'clock in the 
afternoon. The sun is streaming through the drawn blinds. 
There is a wreath of white flowers in a cardboard box on one 
of the chairs. The door is opened by Kate, the parlourmaid. 
She is of respectable appearance, and of a decent age. She admits 
Miss PRINGLE. MIss PRINGLE 7s companion to a wealthy 
old lady in Tunbridge Wells. She is a woman of middle age, 
plainly dressed, thin and narrow of shoulders, with a weather- 
beaten, tired face and grey hair. 


Karte: Pll tell Miss Marsh you’re here, Miss Pringle. 

Miss PRINGLE: How is she to-day, Kate? 

Kate: She’s tired out, poor thing. She’s lying down now. 
But I’m sure she’d like to see you, Miss. 

Miss PRINGLE: I’m very glad she didn’t go to the funeral. 

Karte: Dr. Evans thought she’d better stay at home, Miss, 


and Mrs. Wickham said she’d only upset herself if she 
went. 
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Miss PRINGLE: I wonder how she stood it all those months, 
waiting on Miss Wickham hand and foot. 


Kate: Miss Wickham wouldn’t have a professional nurse. 
And you know what she was, Miss. . . . Miss Marsh 
slept in Miss Wickham’s room, and the moment she fell 
asleep Miss Wickham would have her up because her 
pillow wanted shaking, or she was thirsty, or something. 

Miss PRINGLE: I suppose she was very inconsiderate. 


Kate: Inconsiderate isn’t the word, Miss. I wouldn’t be a 
lady’s companion, not for anything. What they have to 
put up with! 

Miss PRINGLE: Oh, well, everyone isn’t like Miss Wickham. 
The lady I’m companion to, Mrs. Hubbard, is kindness 
itself. 

Karte: That sounds like Miss Marsh coming downstairs. 
[She goes to the door and opens it.| Miss Pringle is here, 
Miss. 

[NoraH comes in. She ts a woman of twenty-eight, with 
a pleasant, honest face and a happy smile. She is 
Lentle, with quiet manners, but she has a quick temper, 
under very good control, and a passionate nature which 
is hidden under a demure appearance. She is simply 


dressed in black. 
Norau: I am glad to see you. I was hoping you’d be able 
to come here this afternoon. 
Miss PRINGLE: Mrs. Hubbard has gone for a drive with 
somebody or other, and didn’t want me. 
[They Riss one another. Noraw notices the wreath. 


NoraH: What’s this? 

Kate: It didn’t arrive till after they’d started, Miss. 

Norau: I wondet whom it’s from. [She looks at a card which 
is attached to the wreath.| “From Mrs. Alfred Vincent, with 
deepest regret for my dear Miss Wickham’and heartiest 
sympathy for her sorrowing relatives,” 
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Kare: Sorrowing relatives is good, Miss. 


Noraw: [Remonstrating.| Kate ...I think you’d better 
take it away. 


Kate: What shall I do with it, Miss? 


Norn: I’m going to the cemetery a little later. Dll take it 
with me. 


Kate: Very good, Miss. 
[KATE zakes up the box and goes out. 


Miss PRINGLE: You haven’t been crying, Norah? 

Norau: [With a little apologetic smile.| Yes, I couldn’t help it. 

Miss PRINGLE: What on earth for? 

Noran: My dear, it’s not unnatural. 

Miss PRINGLE: Well, I don’t want to say anything against 
her now she’s dead and gone, poor thing, but Miss 
Wickham was the most detestable old woman I ever met. 

Norau: I don’t suppose one can live all that time with 
anyone and not be a little sorry to part with them for 
ever. I was Miss Wickham’s companion for ten years. 

Miss PRINGLE: How you stood it! Exacting, domineering, 
disagreeable. 

Norau: Yes, I suppose she was. Because she paid me a 
salary she thought I wasn’t a human being. I never saw 
anyone with such a bitter tongue. At first I used to cry 
every night when I went to bed because of the things 
she said to me. But I got used to them. 

Miss PRINGLE: I wonder you didn’t leave her. I would have. 

Norau: It’s not easy to get posts as lady’s companion. 

Miss PRINGLE: That’s true. They tell me the agents’ books 
are full of people wanting situations. Before I went to 
Mrs. Hubbard I was out of one for nearly two years. 

Norau: It’s not so bad for you. You can always go and 
stay with your brother. 

Miss PRINGLE: You’ve got a brother too. 
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Nora: Yes, but he’s farming in Canada. He had all he 
could do to keep himself, he couldn’t keep me too. 


Miss PRINGLE: How is he doing now? 


Nora: Oh, he’s doing very well. He’s got a farm of his 
own. He wrote over a couple of years ago and told me 
he could always give me a home if I wanted one. 


Miss PRINGLE: Canada’s so far off. 
Norau: Not when you get there. 
Miss PRINGLE: Why don’t you draw the blinds? 


Noran: I thought I ought to wait till they come back from 
the funeral. 


Miss PRINGLE: It must be a great relief to you now it’s all 
over. 


Norau: Sometimes I can’t realise it. These last few weeks 
I hardly got to bed at all, and when the end came I was 
utterly exhausted. For two days I could do nothing but 
sleep. Poor Miss Wickham. She did hate dying. 


Miss PRINGLE: That’s the extraordinary part of it. I believe 
you were really fond of her. 


Noran: D’you know that for nearly a year she would eat 
nothing but what I gave her with my own hands. And 
she liked me as much as she was capable of liking 
anybody. 

Miss PRINGLE: That wasn’t much. 

Norau: And then, I was so dreadfully sorry for her. 


Miss PRINGLE: Good heavens! 


Norau: She’d been a hard and selfish woman all her life, 
and there was no one who cared for her. It seemed so 
dreadful to die like that and leave not a soul to regret 
one. Her nephew and his wife were just waiting for her 
death. It was dreadful. Each time they came down from 
London I saw them looking at her to see if she was 
any worse than when last they’d seen her. 


ACT I THE LAND OF PROMISE 221 


Miss PRINGLE: Well, I thought her a horrid old woman, 
and I’m glad she’s dead. And I hope she’s left you well 
provided for. 

Norau: [W7th a smile.] Oh, I think she’s done that. Two 
years ago when I nearly went away she said she’d left 
me enough to live upon. 


Miss PRINGLE: You mean when that assistant of Dr. Evans 
wanted to marry you? I’m glad you wouldn’t have him. 


Norau: He was very nice. But, of course, he wasn’t a 
gentleman. 


Miss PRINGLE: I shouldn’t like to live with a man at all; I 
think they’re horrid, but, of course, it would be im- 
possible if he weren’t a gentleman. 


Noran: [With a twinkle in her eye.| He came to see Miss 
Wickham, but she wouldn’t have anything to do with 
him. First she said that she couldn’t spare me, and then 
she said that I had a very bad temper. 


Miss PRINGLE: I like er saying that. 


Nora: It’s quite true. Every now and then I felt I couldn’t 
put up with her any more. I forgot that I was dependent 
on her, and if she dismissed me I probably shouldn’t be 
able to find another situation. and I just flew at her. I 
must say she was very nice about it; she used to look at 
me and grin, and, when it was all over, say: ‘““My dear, 
when you marty, if your husband’s a wise man, he’ll use 
a big stick now and then.” 


Miss PRINGLE: Old cat. 
Noran: [Swiling.] I should like to see a man try. 
Miss PRINGLE: How much d’you think she’s left you? 


Norau: Well, of course, I don’t know; the will is going to 
be read this afternoon when they come back from the 
funeral, but from what she said I believe about two 
hundred and fifty a year. 
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Miss PRINGLE: It’s the least she could do. She’s had the ten 
best years of your life. 


Nora: [With a sigh of relief.| I shall never be at anybody’s 
beck and call again. I shall be able to get up when I 
like and go to bed when I like, go out when I choose, 
and come in when I choose. 

Miss PRINGLE: [Dri/y.] You'll probably marry. 

Norau: Never. 

Miss PRINGLE: Then what'll you do? 

Norau: I shall go to Italy, Florence, Rome. D’you think 
it’s horrible of me, I’m so happy? 

Miss Princie: My dear child. 


[There is a sound of carriage wheels on the drive. 


Norau: There they are. 
Miss PRINGLE: I’d better go, hadn’t I 
Noran: I’m afraid you must. 


Miss PrinGuz: I do so want to know about the will. Can’t 
I go up to your room and wait there? 


Norau: No, Pl tell you what, go and sit in the garden. 
They want to catch the four something back to London, 
and we can have a cosy little tea all by ourselves. 


Miss PRINGLE: Very well. Oh, my dear, I’m so happy in 
your good luck. 


Nora: Take care. 


[Miss PRINGLE siips out into the garden, and a moment 
later Mr. and Mrs. WICKHAM enter the room. MRs. 
WICKHAM 7s a pretty young women. She is dressed 
in black, but her gown is elegant and fashionable. 
James WickHam is a clean-shaven, thin-faced man, 
with a baldish head. He is dressed in black and wears 
black kid gloves. 


Dorotuy: [Cheerfully.] Ouf! Do put the blinds up, Miss 
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Marsh. We really needn’t be depressed any more. Jim, 
if you love me, take those gloves off. They’re perfectly 
revolting. 


[Norax goes to the window and draws up the blind. 


Wickuam: Why, what’s wrong with them? The fellow in 
the shop told me they were the right thing. 


Dorotny: I never saw anyone look quite so funereal as 
you do. 

WickHAM: Well, you didn’t want me to get myself up as 
though I were going to a wedding, did you? 

Noran: Were there many people? 


Dorotuy: Quite a lot. The sort of people who indulge in 
other people’s funerals as a mild form of dissipation. 


WickHam: [Looking at his watch.) 1 hope Wynne will look 
sharp. I don’t want to miss that train. 


Dorotuy: Who were all those stodgy old things who wrung 
your hand afterwards, Jim? 


WICKHAM: I can’t think. They made me feel such a fool. 


Dororny: Oh, was that it? I saw you looking a perfect owl, 
and I thought you were giving a very bad imitation of 
restrained emotion. 


WickHam: [Remonstrating.| Dorothy. 
Norau: Would you like some tea, Mrs. Wickhamp 


Dororuny: Well, you might send some in so that it'll be 
ready when Mr. Wynne comes. [NoRAH 7s just going to 
ring the bell, but Mrs. WICKHAM stops her with a pleasant 
smile.| We'll ring for you, shall we? I daresay you've got 
one or two things you want to do now. 


Norau: Very good, Mrs. Wickham. [She goes out. 


WickxHam: I say, Dorothy, you oughtn’t to be facetious 
before Miss Marsh. She was extremely attached to Aunt 
Louisa. 
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Dororny: Oh, what nonsense! It’s always a very good rule 
to judge people by oneself, and I’m positive she was just 
longing for the old lady to die. 

WICKHAM: She was awfully upset at the end. 

Dororuy: Nerves! Men are so idiotic. They never under- 
stand that there are tears and tears. I cried myself, and 
heaven knows I didn’t regret her death. 

Wickuam: My dear Dorothy, you oughtn’t to say that. 

Dororuy: Why not? It’s perfectly true. Aunt Louisa was 
a detestable person and no one would have stood her for 
a minute if she hadn’t had money. I don’t see any use 
in being a hypocrite now that it can’t make any difference 
either way. 

WickHam: [Looking at his watch again.| 1] wish Wynne would 
hurry up. It'll be beastly inconvenient if we miss that 
train. 

Dororny: I don’t trust Miss Marsh. She looks as if she 
knew what was in the will. 

Wickuam: I don’t suppose she does. Aunt Louisa wasn’t 
the sort of person to talk. 

Dororny: I’m sure she knows she’s been left something. 

Wicxuam: Oh, well, I think she has a right to expect that. 
Aunt Louisa led her a dog’s life. 

Dororuy: She had wages and a comfortable home. If she 
didn’t like the place she could have left it... . After 
all it’s family money. I don’t think Aunt Louisa had the 
right to leave it to strangers. 

WickHam: We oughtn’t to complain if Miss Marsh gets a 
small annuity. Aunt Louisa promised her something of 
the sort when she had a chance of marrying a couple of 
years ago. 

Dororny: Miss Marsh is quite young. It isn’t as if she’d 
been here for thirty years. 

WickHaM: Well, Pve got an idea that Aunt Louisa meant 
to leave her about two hundred and fifty a year. 
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Dororny: But what’s the estate. 

WickHam: About nineteen thousand pounds, I believe. 

Dorortny: Oh, it’s absurd. It’s a most unfair proportion. 
It makes all the difference to us. On that extra two 
hundred and fifty a year we could almost keep a 
car. 

WickHAM: My dear, be thankful if we get anything at all. 

Dororny: [Aghast.] Jim! [She stares at him.| Jim, you don’t 
think! Oh! That would be too horrible. 


WiIckHAM: Take care. [The door opens and Kate brings in the 
tea-things. She puts then on a small table.| How lucky it is 
we had a fine day, isn’t it? 

Dorotny: Yes. 

WickHam: It looks as if we were going to have a spell of 
fine weather. 

Dorortny: Yes. 

WicxkHam: It’s funny how often it rains for weddings. 

Dororny: Very funny. [KATE goes out.] ’ve been counting 
on that money for years. I used to dream at night that 
I was reading a telegram with the news of Aunt Louisa’s 
death. And I’ve thought of all we should be able to do 
when we got it. It'll make such a difference. 


WickHamM: You know what she was. She didn’t care 
twopence for us. We ought to be prepared for the 
worst. 

Dorotuy: D’you think she could have left everything to 
Miss Marshe 

WicxHam: I shouldn’t be surprised. 


Dororuy: We'll dispute the will. It’s undue influence. I 
suspected Miss Marsh from the beginning. I hate her. 
Oh, why doesn’t Wynne come? 

[There is a ring at the bell. 


Wicxuam: Here he is, I expect. 
Q 


226 THE LAND OF PROMISE ACT I 


Dororny: The suspense is too awful. 

WickHamM: Pull yourself together, old girl. And I say, 
look a bit dismal. After all, we’ve just come from a 
funeral. 

Dorotny: Are we downhearted? 


[KATE enters fo announce Mr. WYNNE. 
Kate: Mr. Wynne. 


[He enters and she goes out and closes the door, Mr. 
WYnne, the late Miss Wickham’s solicitor, is a 
tallish man with a bald head. He has the red cheeks 
and hearty manner of a man who plays in his spare 
time at being a country gentleman. He is dressed in 
mourning because he has been to Miss Wickham’s 
funeral. 


WiIckHAM: Hulloal 

Wynne: [Taking Dorotuy’s hand rather solemnly.) 1 didn’t 
have an opportunity of shaking hands with you at the 
cemetery. 

Dororny: [Somewhat helplessly.] How do you do? 

WYNNE: Pray accept my sincerest sympathy on your great 
bereavement. 

Dorotny: Of course, the end was not entirely unexpected. 

Wynne: No, I know. But it must have been a great shock 
all the same. 

WickHam: My wife was very much upset, but of course my 
poor aunt had suffered great pain, and we couldn’t help 
looking upon it as a happy release. 

WYNNE: How is Miss Marsh? 

[DorotHy gives him a quick look, wondering whether 
there is anything behind the polite inquiry. 

Dororuy: Oh, she’s very well. 

Wrnne: Her devotion to Miss Wickham was wonderful. 
Dr. Evans—he’s my brother-in-law, you know—told me 
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no trained nurse could have been more competent. She 
was like a daughter to Miss Wickham. 


Dororny: [Rasher coldly.] I suppose we'd better send for her. 

Wicxsam: Have you brought the .. . [He stops in some 
embarrassment.| 

Wynne: Yes, I have it in my pocket. 

Dorotny: I'll ring. [She touches the bell. 

WickHam: I expect Mr. Wynne would like a cup of tea, 
Dorothy. 

Dororny: Oh, I’m so sorry, I quite forgot about it. 

Wynne: No, thank you very much. I never take tea. 


[He takes a long envelope out of his pocket, and from it 
the will. He smooths it out reflectively. Dororuy 
gives the document a nervous glance. KATE comes in. 

WickHam: Will you ask Miss Marsh to be good enough to 
come here. 

Karte: Very good, sir. [ Excst. 

Dorotny: What is the time, Jim? 

WickHam: [Looking at his watch.| Oh, there’s no hurry. [To 
WYNNE.] We’ve got an important engagement in London 
this evening. We’re very anxious not to miss the fast 
train. 

Dororny: The train service is rotten. 


Wynne: The will is very short. It won’t take me two 
minutes to read it. 


Dororny: [Nervous and impatient.| What on earth is Miss 
Marsh doing? 


Wynne: How pretty the garden is looking now. 
WIckHAM: [4brupily.| Very. 


Wynne: Miss Wickham was always so interested in her 
garden. 


Dororuy: Yes. 
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WYNNE: My own tulips aren’t so advanced as those. 

WickHam: [Irritably.] Aren’t they? 

Wynne: [To Dororuy.] Are you interested in gardening? 

Dorotuy: [Hardly able to control her impatience.| No. 1 hate 
it . . Atlastl ~ 

(The door is opened and Miss MarsH comes in. WYNNE 
gets up. 

Wynne: How d’you do, Miss Marsh? 

Norau: How d’you do? 

WicknHam: Will you have a cup of tea? 

Dororny: [-A// nerves.] Jim, Miss Marsh would much prefer 
to have tea quietly after we’re gone. 

Noran: [With a faint smile.| 1 won’t have any tea, thank 
you. 

Dororny: Mr. Wynne has brought the will with him. 

Noraun: Oh, yes. 

[She sits down calmly, Dorotsuy, with clenched hands, 
watches her. She tries to make out from her face 
whether Noran knows anything. 

WYNNE: Miss Marsh, so far as you know, there’s no other 
will? 

Norau: How d’you mean? 

WYNNE: Miss Wickham didn’t make a later one—without 
my assistance, I mean? You know of nothing in the 
house, for instance? 

Noran: [ Quite decidedly.| Oh, no. Miss Wickham always said 
you had her will. She was extremely methodical. 

Wynne: I feel I ought to ask because she consulted me 
about making a fresh will a couple of years ago. She 
told me what she wanted to do, but gave me no actual 
instructions to draw it. I thought perhaps she might 
have done it herself. 
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Nora: I heard nothing about it. I’m sure that her only 
will is in your hands. 


Wynne: Then I think we may take it that this... 
[Dorotuy suddenly understands; she interrupts quickly. 


Dorotnuy: When was that will made? 
Wynne: Eight or nine years ago. . . . The exact date was 
March 4th, 1904. 
[Dorortny gives Norau a long, searching look. 
Dorotuy: When did you first come to Miss Wickham? 
Norau: At the end of nineteen hundred and three. 
[There is a slight pause. 


Wynne: Shall I read it, or would you just like to know the 
particulars? It is very short. 


Dororny: Let us just know roughly. 

Wynne: Well, Miss Wickham left one hundred pounds to 
the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel, and one 
hundred pounds to the General Hospital at Tunbridge 
Wells, and the entire residue of her fortune to her 
nephew, Mr. James Wickham. 


[Dororny gives a sharp inspiration of triumph. She 
looks again at NORAH, but Norau gives no sign of 
emotion. 

Wicxuam: And Miss Marsh? 

Wynne: Miss Marsh is not mentioned. 

Norau: [With a faint smile.| 1 could hardly expect to be. 
At the time the will was drawn I had been Miss Wick- 
ham’s companion for only a few months. 

Wynne: That is why I asked whether you knew of any later 
will. When I talked to Miss Wickham on the subject she 
said her wish was to make adequate provision for you 
after her death. I think she had spoken to you about it. 

Noran: Yes. 
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WYNNE: She mentioned three hundred a year. 

Norau: That was very kind of her. I’m glad she wished to 
do something for me. 

Wynne: Oddly enough she spoke about it to Dr. Evans only 
a few days before she died. 

WICKHAM: Perhaps there 7s a later will somewhere? 

Wrnne: I honestly don’t think so. 

Norau: I’m sure there isn’t. 

Wrnne: Dr. Evans was talking to Miss Wickham about Miss 
Marsh. She was tired out and he wanted Miss Wickham 
to have a professional nurse. She told him then that I 
had the will and she had left Miss Marsh amply provided 
for. 

Dororny: [ Oxick/y.] That isn’t legal, of course? 

Wynne: What isn’t? 

Dororny: I mean, no one could force us—I mean, the will 
stands as it is, doesn’t it? 

WYNNE: Certainly. 

WicxHam: I’m afraid it’s a great disappointment to you, 
Miss Marsh. 

Noran: [Light/y.] I never count my chickens before they’re 
hatched. 

WYNNE: It would be very natural if Miss Marsh were dis- 
appointed under the circumstances. I think she’d been 
led to expect... 

Dororny: [Interrupting.] Our aunt left a very small fortune, I 
understand, and I suppose she felt it wouldn’t be fair to 
leave a large part of it away from her own family. 

Wicxuam: Of course, it is family money; she inherited it 
from my grandfather, and... but 1 want you to 
know, Miss Marsh, that my wife and I thoroughly 
appreciate all you did for my aunt. Money couldn’t 
repay your care and devotion. You’ve been perfectly 
wonderful. 
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Norau: It’s extremely good of you to say so. I was very 
fond of Miss Wickham. Nothing I did for her was any 
trouble. 

Wynne: I think everyone who saw Miss Marsh with Miss 
Wickham must be aware that during the ten years she 
was with her she never spared herself. 


WICKHAM: [Hesttatingly, with a glance at his wife.| Of course, 
my aunt was a very trying woman. 
Dororny: [Agreeab/y.] Earning one’s living is always un- 
pleasant. If it weren’t there’d be no incentive to work. 
[Noraw gives her a glance of quiet amusement at this 
Surprising remark. 


WICKHAM: My wife and I would be very glad to make some 
kind of acknowledgment of your services. 

Dororny: I was just going to mention it. 

WYNNE: [Brightening a little] I felt sure that under the 
circumstances . . 

Dorotny: [Interrupting him quickly.| What were your wages, 
Miss Marsh? 

NoraAu: Thirty pounds a year. 

Dororny: Really? Many ladies are glad to go as companion 
without any salary, just for the sake of a home and 
congenial society. I daresay you’ve been able to save a 
good deal in all these years. 

Norau: [Frigid/y.| I had to dress myself decently, Mrs. 
Wickham. 

Dororny: [With all the charm she can put into her manner. 
Well, ’'m sure my husband will be very glad to give you 
a year’s salary, won’t you, Jim? 

Norauz: It’s very kind of you, but I’m not inclined to accept 
anything but what’s legally due to me. 

Dororny: [Undisturbed.| You must remember that there'll 
be very heavy death duties to pay. They'll swallow up 
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the income from Miss Wickham’s estate for at least two 
yeats, won't they, Mr. Wynne? 

Norau: I quite understand. 

Dororny: Perhaps you’ll change your mind. 

Norau: I don’t think so. 

[There is a slight, rather awkward pause. Mr. WYNNE 
gets up. His manner shows that he is not impressed by 
Mrs. WICKHAM’S generosity. 

Wrnne: Well, I think I must leave you. 

WickHam: We must go, too, Dorothy. 

Dororny: [ Ouite at ease.| Oh, it'll only take five minutes to 
get down to the station in a cab. 

Wynne: Good-bye, Miss Marsh. If I can be of any help to 
you I hope you'll let me know. 

Norau: That’s very kind of you. 

Wynne: [To Dororuy.] Good-bye. 

[He bows slightly to her, nods to WICKHAM and during 
Dororny’s next speech goes out. 

Dorotny: [Very friendly and affable.| Jim will be writing to 
you in a day or two. You know how grateful we both 
are for all you did for our poor aunt. We shall be glad to 
give you the very highest references. 

WiIcKHAM: [Re/ieved to be able to offer something.| Oh, yes, we'll 
do everything we can. 

Dororny: You’re such a wonderful nurse, I’m sure you'll 
have no difficulty in getting another situation. I expect I 
can find you something myself. Pll ask among all my 
friends. 

[Noran looks at her reflectively, but does not answer. 
Dorotny beams and smiles at her. 

WicxHam: Come on, Dorothy, we really haven’t got any 

time to lose. Good-bye, Miss Marsh. 
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Noran: Good-bye. 


[They bustle out and in a moment the sound is heard of 
wheels on the drive as the cab carries them away. 
Norau Zs left alone. She stands staring in front of her. 
She does not hear Miss PRINGLE come in from the 
garden. 


Miss PRINGLE: I thought they were never going. Well? 
[NoraH turns and looks at her without a word. Muss 
PRINGLE 7s Startled.| Norah! What’s the matter? Isn’t 
it as much as you thought? 


Norau: Miss Wickham’s left me nothing. 
Miss PRINGLE: Ohl! 


Noran: Not a penny! Oh, it’s cruel. After all, there was no 
need for her to leave me anything. She gave me board 
and lodging and thirty pounds a year. If I stayed it was 
because I chose. She needn’t have promised me any- 
thing. She needn’t have prevented me from marrying. 


Miss PRINGLE: My dear, you could never have married the 
little assistant. He wasn’t a gentleman. 


Norau: Ten years! The ten best years of a woman’s life, 
when other girls are enjoying themselves. And what did 
I get for it? Board and lodging and thirty pounds a year. 
A cook does better than that. 


Miss PRINGLE: We can’t expect to make so much money as a 
good cook. One has to pay something for living like a 
lady among people of one’s own class. 

Norn: Oh, it’s cruel. 


Miss PRINGLE: [Trying to console her.| My dear, don’t give 
way. Pm sure you'll have no difficulty in finding another 
situation. You wash lace beautifully, and no one can 
arrange flowers like you. 


Norau: I was dreaming of France and Italy. . . . I shall 
spend ten years mote with an old lady, and then she'll die, 
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and I shall look out for another situation. It won’t be so 
easy then because I shan’t be so young. And so it’ll go 
on till I can’t find a situation because I’m too old, and 
some charitable people will get me into a home. You 
like the life, don’t you? 

Miss PRINGLE: My dear, there are so few things a gentle- 
woman can do. 

Norau: When I think of these ten years! Having to put up 
with every unreasonableness! Never being allowed to 
feel ill or tired! No servant would have stood what I 
have. The humiliation I’ve endured! 

Miss PRINGLE: You're tired and out of sorts. Everyone isn’t 
so trying as Miss Wickham. I’m sure Mrs. Hubbard has 
been kindness itself to me. 


Norau: Considering. 
Miss PRINGLE: I don’t know what you mean by considering. 


Norau: Considering that she’s rich and you’re poor. She 
gives you her old clothes. She often doesn’t ask you to 
have dinner by yourself when she’s giving a party. She 
doesn’t remind you that you’re dependent unless she’s 
very much put out. But you—you’ve had thirty years of 
it. You’ve eaten the bitter bread of slavery till—till it 
tastes like plum cake. 

Miss PRINGLE: [Rather burt.| 1 don’t know why you say such 
things to me, Norah. 


| Before NorAH has time to answer KATE comes in. 

Kare: Mr. Hornby would like to see you for a minute, Miss. 

Noran: [Sarprised.]| Now? 

Karte: I told him I didn’t think it would be convenient, Miss, 
but he says it’s very important, and he won’t detain you 
more than five minutes. 

Norau: What a nuisance. . . . Ask him to come in. 

Kate: Very good, Miss. | Exxst. 

Norau: I wonder what on earth he wants. 
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Miss PrinGiz: Who is he, Norah? 

Nora: Oh, he’s the son of Colonel Hornby. Don’t you 
know, he lives at the top of Molyneux Park. His mother 
was a great friend of Miss Wickham’s. He comes down 
here now and then for week-ends. He’s got something to 
do with motor-cars. 

[Kate shows the visitor in. 

Kare: Mr. Hornby. 


[She goes ont. REGINALD Horney is a good-looking 
young man, with a neat head on a long, elegant body. 
His dark, sleek hair is carefully brushed, his small 
moustache is trim and curled. His beautiful clothes 
suggest the fashionable tailors of Savile Row. His tie, 
his handkerchief protruding from the breast pocket, his 
boots, are the very latest thing. He is a nut. 

Hornsy: I say, I’m awfully sorry to blow in like this. But I 
didn’t know if you’d be staying on here, and I wanted to 
catch you. And I’m off in a day or two, myself. 

Noran: Won’t you sit down? Mr. Hornby—Miss Pringle. 

Horney: How d’you do? Everything go off O.K.? 

Norau: I beg your pardon? 

Hornsy: Funeral, I mean. Mother went. Regular beano for 
her. 

[Miss PRINGLE, rather shocked, draws herself up primly, 
but Noran’s eyes twinkle with amusement at his airy 
manner. 

Norau: Really? 

Hornsy: You see, she’s getting on. I’m the child of her old 
age—Benjamin, don’t you know. [He turns to Miss 
PRINGLE.] Benjamin and Sarah, you know. 

Miss PRINGLE: I understand perfectly, but it wasn’t Sarah. 

Hornsy: Wasn’t it? When one of her old friends dies, 
mother goes to the funeral and says to herself: “Well, 
I’ve seen her out, anyhow.” Then she comes back and 
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eats muffins for tea. She always eats muffins after she’s 
been to a funeral. 

Norau: The maid said you wanted to see about something. 

Hornsy: That’s right, I was forgetting. [To Miss PRINGLE.] 
If Sarah wasn’t Benjamin’s mother, whose mother was 
she? 

Miss PRINGLE: If you want to know, I recommend you to 
read your Bible. 

Horney: [With much satisfaction.| 1 thought it was a stumper. 
[To Norau.] The fact is, ’m going to Canada, and 
mother told me you’d got a brother or something out 
there. 

Norau: A brother, not a something. 

Hornsy: And she said, perhaps you wouldn’t mind giving 
me a letter to him. 

Norau: I will with pleasure. But I’m afraid he won’t be 
much use to you. He’s a farmer and he lives miles away 
from anywhere. 

Hornsy: But I’m going in for farming. 

Norau: Are your What on earth for? 

Horney: I’ve jolly well got to do something, and I think 
farming’s about the best thing I can do. One gets a lot of 
shooting and riding, you know. And then there are 
tennis parties and dances. And you make a pot of 
money, there’s no doubt about that. 


Noran: I thought you were in some motor business in 
London. 

Hornsy: Well, I was ina way. But ... I thought you’d 
have heard about it. Mother’s been telling everybody. 
Governor won’t speak to me. Altogether things are 
rotten. I want to get out of this beastly country as quick 
as I can. 


Noraun: Would you like me to give you the letter at once? 
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Hornsy: I wish you would. [Norau sits down at an escritoire 
and begins to write a letter.| Fact is, I’m broke. I was all 
tight as long as I stuck to bridge. I used to make money 
on that. Over a thousand a year. 

Miss PRINGLE: [ Horrified.] What! 

Hornsy: Playing regularly, you know. If I hadn’t been a 
fool I’d have stuck to that. But I got bitten with 
chemi. 

Noran: [ Turning round.| With what? 


Hornsy: Chemin de fer. Never heard of it? I got in the habit 
of going to Thornton’s. I suppose you never heard of 
him either. He keeps a gambling hell. Gives you a slap- 
up supper for nothing, as much pop as you can drink, and 
changes your cheques like a bird. The result is I’ve lost 
every bob I had, and then Thornton sued me on a cheque 
I’d given him. The Governor forked out, but he says 
I’ve got to go to Canada. I’m never going to gamble 
again, I can tell you that. 

Norau: Oh, well, that’s something. 

Hornsy: You can’t make money at chemi. The cagnotte’s 
bound to clear you out in the end. When I come back 
I’m going to stick to bridge. There are always plenty of 
mugs about, and if you’ve got a good head for cards you 
can’t help making an income out of it. 

Norau: Here is your letter. 

Hornsy: Thanks awfully. I daresay I shan’t want it, you 
know. I expect I shall get offered a job the moment I 
land, but there’s no harm having it. I’ll be getting along. 

Norau: Good-bye, then, and good luck. 

Hornsy: Good-bye. 

[He shakes hands with NoRAH and Miss PRINGLE and 
goes out. 

Miss PRINGLE: Norah, why don’t you go to Canada? Now 
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your brother has a farm of his own I should have 
thought... 


Noran: [Interrupting.| My brother’s married. He married 
four years ago. 


Miss PRINGLE: You never told me. 

Norau: I couldn't. 

Miss Princue: Why? Isn’t his wife . . . isn’t his wife nice? 

Noraw: She was a waitress at a scrubby little hotel in 
Winnipeg. 

Miss PRINGLE: What are you going to do, then? 


Norau: It’s no good crying over spilt milk. Pll look out for 
another situation. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 


THE SECOND ACT 


Scene: The living-room and kitchen on EDWARD Marsn’s farm at 
Dyer, Manitoba. It is a room lined with brown planks, and on 
the walls in cheap gilt frames are coloured supplements from the 
Christmas numbers of illustrated papers. Over one door is the 
head of a moose, and over the other a large kitchen clock. The 
floor is covered with shiny oilcloth. In the window are geraniums 
growing in maple-syrup tins. On one side is a large American 
stove. There is a dresser of unvarnished deal on which are plates 
and cups and saucers. They are of the plainest earthenware, and 
few of them match. There are two American rockers and a 
number of kitchen chairs. There is a plain kitchen table. On the 
stove is an enormous kettle and a couple of saucepans. There is a 
small bookshelf on which are a few tattered novels and some old 
magazines. The table is set for dinner with a cheap white cloth, 
none too clean. Ep Mars és sitting at one end, with the 
remains of a joint of cold beef in front of him, and at the other 
end is his wife, with a teapot, milk-jug, and sugar-basin. There 
is a loaf of bread on the table, a large tin containing maple- 
syrup, and the remains of a milk pudding. NORAH Zs sitting 
next to her sister-in-law and beside her is REGINALD HORNBY. 
Opposite are FRANK TAYLOR and BENJAMIN TROTTER. 
Dinner is just finished. GERTIE MarsH is a dark little person, 
with a hard look and a dried-up skin. She is thin and nervous, 
an active hard-working woman with a sharp tongue and, out- 
wardly at least, little tenderness. She is dressed in a shirt- 
waist, a serge skirt, and brown, rather smart high-heeled shoes. 
She wears a small apron. NORAH wears a white blouse and a 
green skirt. END MARSH ts @ good-natured, easy-going man, 
with a small moustache and untidy hair. He wears a black 
flannel shirt, with white lines on it, a black waistcoat, and dark 
Lrubby trousers. The others are hired men. FRANK TAYLOR iS 
a tall fellow, strong, with clean-cut features and frank, 
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humorous eyes. He is clean shaven. His movements are slow and 
be speaks with a marked accent. He is very sure of himself. He 
wears a dark flannel shirt and a pair of overalls, which have been 
blue, but are now black and grimy with age. The braces which 
hold them up announce that they come from Eaton’ s, Winnipeg. 
BEN TROTTER 7s an English labourer, with broken, discoloured 
teeth, and hair cut very short, with something like a love-lock 
plastered on his forehead. He is dressed in the same way as 
FRANK TAYLOR. REGGIE Hornsy’s head is still neat and 
trim, his hair is carefully brushed. His overalls are much 
newer than the others’. He wears a flannel shirt which was 
obviously made in Piccadilly. 


Marsu: Have some more syrup, Reg? 
Hornsy: No, thank you. 
MarsH: Has everyone finished? 


Gertie: It looks like it. [Marsu pushes back his chair, takes 
a pouch and pipe from his pocket and lights up. "TAYLOR 
does the same.| We'll be able to start on the ironing this 
afternoon. 


Noran: Very well. 


TROTTER: It was a rare big wash you done this morning by 
the look of it on the line. 


Norau: My arms are just aching. 


GERTIE: When you’ve been out in this country a bit longer 
y . Sd § 
you'll learn not to wear more things than you can help. 


Norau: Was there more than my fair share? 


GERTIE: You use double the number of stockings than what 
I do. And everything else is the same. 


Norau: [With a smile.) Clean but incompetent. 
GeErTIE: There’s many a true word spoken in jest. 


Taytor: Say, Reg, is it true that when you first come out 
you asked Ed where the bath-room wasr 
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Trorrer: [Wh a chuckle.| That’s right. Ed told ’im there 
was a river a mile and a ’alf from ’ere, an’ that was the 
only bath-room ’e knew. 


Marsu: One soon gets used to that sort of thing, eh, Reg? 


Hornsy: Rather. If I saw a bath-room now it would only 
make me nervous. 


TAytor: Out in B.C. I knew a couple of Englishmen who 
were baching and the only other people around were 
Indians. The first two years they was there they 
wouldn’t have anything to do with the Indians because 
they was so dirty, and after that the Indians wouldn’t 
have anything to do with them. [He puss his fingers to his 
nose to indicate a nasty smell.] 


Norau: What a disgusting story! 
Tay or: D’you think so? I rather like it. 
Noraw: You would. 
[He looks at her with a little smile, but does not answer. 
GERTIE: [Getting up.] Are you going to sit there all day, 
Norah? 


Marsu: Why don’t you keep quiet for five minutes? I guess 
Norah’s not sorry to have a rest after that wash. 


GeERTIE: The amount of work Norah did isn’t going to tire 
her much, I reckon. 

Norau: I’m not used to that sort of work yet. It takes it out 
of me a bit. 

GERTIE: I’ve not found out what sort of work you are used 
to. 

[Norax gets up and the women start gearing away the 
table. MARSH moves into one of the rocking-chairs and 
smokes. 

Marsu: Give her time to get used to the life, Gertie. You 
can’t expect everything all at once. 
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GeErrIE: It’s always the same with English people. You have 
to teach them everything. 

Marsu: Well, you didn’t have to teach me to propose,. 
Gertie. 

[Noran takes away things from before TAYLOR and he 
kets up. 

Tay or: I guess I’m in your way. 

Norau: Not more than usual, thank you. 

Tay or: [Swi/ing.] I guess you’ll not be sorry to see the last 
of me. 

Norau: I can’t honestly say that it makes the least difference 
to me whether you go or stay. 

Marsx: Now don’t start quarrelling, you two. 

Hornsy: When does your train go, Frankp 

Taytor: Half-past three. Tl be starting from here in about 
an hour. 

Marsu: Reg can go over with you and he’ll drive the rig 
back again. 

Taywor: All right. Pll go and dress myself in a bit. 

Gertie: I guess you'll be glad to get back to your own place. 

Tayzor: I guess I shan’t be sorry. 


[The clearing away is finished. GERTIE gets a large metal 
basin and puts it on the table. Noraw fetches the 
kettle and pours hot water into the basin. They begin 
washing up. 

GErTIE: I’ll do the washing, Norah, and you can dry. 

Norau: All right. 

Gerri: I’ve noticed the things aren’t half clean when I leave 
them to you to do. 

Norau: I’m sorry. Why didn’t you tell me? 

Gertie: I suppose_you never did the washing up in England. 
Too grand? 
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Noran: I don’t suppose anyone would wash up if they could 
help it. It’s not very amusing. 

GErRTIE: You always want to be amused. 

Norau: No. But I want to be happy. 

Gertie: Well, you’ve got a room over your head and a com- 
fortable bed to sleep in, three good meals a day, and 
plenty to do; that’s all anybody wants to make them 
happy, I guess. 

Horney: Oh, lord! 

Gertiz: [Turning sharply on him.| Well, if you don’t like 
Canada, why did you come out? 

Horney: [Resing slowly to his feet.| You don’t suppose I'd 
have let them send me if I’d known what I was in for? 
Not much. Up at five in the morning and working in the 
fields like a navvy till your back feels as if it ’ud break, 
and then back again in the afternoon. And the same 
thing day after day. What was the good of sending me to 
Harrow and Oxford if that’s what ve got to do all my 
life? 

Mars: You'll get used to it soon enough, Reg. It’s a bit 
hard at first, but when you get your foot in you wouldn’t 
change it for any other life. 


GErRTIE: This isn’t a country for a man to goto sleep with 
and wait for something to turn up. 


TROTTER: I wouldn’t go back to England now, not for 
nothing. England! Eighteen bob a week, that’s what I 
earned and no prospects. Out of work five months in the 
year. 

Noran: What did you do in England? 

TROTTER: Bricklayer, Miss. 

GerTigz: You needn’t call her miss. Norah’s her name. You 
call me Gertie, don’t you? 


TROTTER: What with strikes an’ bad times you never knew 
where you was. And the foreman bullying you. I don’t 
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know what all. I ’ad about enough of it, I can tell you. 

I’ve never been out of work since the day I landed. I’ve 

had as much to eat as I wanted, and I’m saving money. 

In this country everybody’s as good as everybody else. 
Norau: If not better. 


Trotter: In two years I shall be able to set up for myself. 
Why, there’s old man Thompson, up at Pratt, he started 
as a bricklayer, come from Yorkshire, he did. He’s got 
seven thousand dollars in the bank now. 


Marsu: You fellows who come out now have a much softer 
thing on than I did when I first came. In those days they 
wouldn’t have an Englishman, they’d have a Galician 
rather. In Winnipeg, when they advertised in the paper 
for labour, you’d see often as not, no English need apply. 


GertiE: Well, it was their own fault. They wouldn’t work 
or anything. They just soaked. 


Marsu: It was their own fault right enough. This was the 
dumping ground for all the idlers, drunkards and 
scallywags in England. They had the delusion over there 
that if a man was too big a rotter to do anything at all in 
England he’d only got to be sent out here and he’d make 
a fortune. 

Tayuor: I guess things ain’t as bad as that now. They send 
us a different class. It takes an Englishman two years 
longer than anybody else to get the hang of things, but 
when once he tumbles to it he’s better than any of them. 

MarsH: I guess nowadays everyone’s glad to see the 
Englishman make good. When I nearly smashed up 
three years ago, I had no end of offers to help. 


Hornsyr: How did you smash up? 


Marsu: Oh, I had a run of bad luck. One year my crop was 
frosted and then next year I was hailed out. It wants a 
good deal of capital to stand up against that. 


Tayor: That’s what.happened to me. I was hailed out, and 
I hadn’t got capital, so I just had to hire out. [To Noraw.] 
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If it hadn’t been for that hailstorm you wouldn’t have 
had the pleasure of making my acquaintance. 

Norau: [Ironically.| How hollow and empty life would have 
been without that. 

Gertiz: I wonder you didn’t just quit and start out Calgary 
way. 

Taytor: Well, I’d put in two years on my homestead and 
done a lot of clearing. It seemed kind of silly to lose my 
rights now. And when you’ve been hailed out once the 
chances are it won’t happen again, for some years that is, 
and by that time I ought to have put a bit by. 

Norau: What sort of a house have you got? 

Taytor: Well, it ain’t what you might call a palace, but it’s 
large enough for two. 

MarsuH: Thinking of marrying? 

Taytor: Well, I guess it’s kind of lonesome on a farm with- 
out a woman. But it’s not so easy to find a wife when 
you're just starting on your own. Canadian girls think 
twice before taking a farmer. 

GertTiz: They know something, I guess. 

Marsu: Well, you took one, Gertie. 

Gertie: Not because I wanted to, you can be sure of that. I 
don’t know how you got round me. 

Mars: I wonder. 

GERTIE: I guess it was because you was kind of helpless, and 
I didn’t know what you’d do without me. 

Marsu: I guess it was love and you couldn’t help yourself. 

TayLor: I’m thinking of going to one of them employment 
agencies when I get to Winnipeg and looking the girls 
over. 

Norau: Like sheep. 

Tayzor: I don’t know anythin’ about sheep. Pve never had 
to do with sheep. 
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Norau: And d’you think you know anything about womenr 


Taytior: I guess I can tell if they’re strong and willing. And 
so long as they ain’t cock-eyed I don’t mind taking the 
rest on trust. 


Noran: And what inducement is there for a girl to have your 


TROTTER: That’s why he wants to catch *em young, when 
they’ve just landed and don’t know much. 


Taytor: I’ve got my quarter section—a hundred and sixty 
acres, with seventy of it cleared—and I’ve got a shack 
that I built myself. That’s something, ain’t it? 


NoraH: You’ve got a home to offer and enough to eat and 
drink. A girl can get that anywhere. Why, they’re 
simply begging for service. 

TAYLOR: Some girls like getting married. There’s something 
in the word that appeals to them. 


Norau: You seem to think a girl would jump at the chance 
of marrying you. 


Tayztor: She might do worse. 
Norau: I think you flatter yourself. 


Tay or: I know my job and there ain’t too many as can say 
that. I’ve got brains. 


Norau: What makes you think so? 
Tayrtor: Well, I can see you’re no fool. 


Gertie: [With a chuckle.) He put one over on you then, 
Norah. 


TAyYLor: [Good-hbumouredly.| Because you’ve got no use for 
me, there’s no saying but what others may have. 


[Gertie fakes the basin out in order to pour away the 
water. NORAH goes on drying the crockery. 


Norau: Of course, there’s no accounting for tastes. 
Tayzor: I can try, can’t I? 
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Norau: It’s very wise of you to go to an agency. A girl’s 
more likely to marry you when she’s only seen you once 
than when she’s seen you often. 

Taytor: [With a wink at the others.| It seems to make you 
quite mad, the thought of me marrying. 

Nora: You wouldn’t talk about it like that unless you 
looked down upon women. Oh, I pity the poor wretched 
creature who becomes your wife. 

Tay tor: I guess she won’t have a bad time when I’ve broken 
her in to my ways. 

Norau: Are you under the impression you can do that? 

TAYLOR: Yep. 

Norau: You’re not expecting that there’ll be much love lost 
between you and the girl you—honour with your 
choice? 

TAYLOR: What’s love got to do with it? It’s a business 
proposition. 

Norau: What! 

Taytor: I give her board and lodging and the charm of my 
society. And in return she’s got to cook and bake and 
wash and keep the shack clean and tidy. And if she can 
do that I’ll not be particular what she looks like. 


Marsn: So long as she’s not cock-eyed. 
Taytor: No, I draw the line at that. 


Norau: [Ironically.] 1 beg your pardon. I didn’t know it was 
a general servant you wanted. You spend a dollar anda 
half on a marriage licence, and then you don’t have to 
pay any wages. It’s a good investment. 


TAYLOR: You’ve got a sharp tongue in your head for a girl, 
Norah. 


Norau: Please don’t call me Norah. 


MarsuH: Don’t be so silly. It’s the custom of the country. 
Why, they all call me Ed. 
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Norau: I don’t care what the custom of the country is. ’m 
not going to be called Norah by the hired man. 

Taytor: Don’t you bother, Ed. Pl call her Miss Marsh if 
she likes it better. 

Noran: I should like to see you married to someone who’d 
give you what you deserved. I'd like to see your pride 
humbled. You think yourself very high and mighty, 
don’t you? I’d like to see a woman take you by the heart- 
strings and wring them till you screamed with pain. 

Marsn: [With a Jaugh.| Norah, how violent you are. 

Norau: You're overbearing, supercilious, egotistic. 

Taytor: I’m not sure as I know what them long words 
means, but I guess they ain’t exactly complimentary. 

Norau: [Furiously.] I guess they ain’t. 

Taytor: I’m sorry for that. I was thinking of offering you 
the position before I went to the employment agency. 

Norau: How dare you speak to me like that! 

Marsu: Don’t fly into a temper, Norah. 

Norau: He’s got no right to say impudent things to me. 

Marsu: Don’t you see he’s only having a joke with you? 

Norau: He shouldn’t joke. He’s got no sense of humour. 

[Noraw drops a cup and breaks it, and as this happens 
GERTIE comes in. 

GeErRTIE: Butter fingers. 

Norau: I’m so sorry. 

Gertiz: You clumsy thing. You’re always doing something 
wrong. 

Noraun: You needn’t worry, Pll pay for it. 

Gertie: Who wants you to pay for it? D’you think I can’t 
afford to pay for a cup? You might say you’re sorry— 
that’s all I want you to do. 

Noran: I said I was sorry. 

Gertiz: No, you didn’t. 
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Marsz: I heard her, Gertie. 

GeERTIE: She said she was sorry as if she was doing me a 
favour. ae 

Norau: You don’t expect me to go down on my knees to 
‘your The cup’s worth twopence. 

Gertie: It isn’t the value I’m thinking about, it’s the 
carelessness. 

Noran: It’s only the third thing ve broken since I’ve been 
here. 

Gertie: You can’t do anything; you’re more helpless than a 
child of six. You’re all the same, all of you. 

Norau: You’re not going to abuse the whole British nation 
because I’ve broken a cup worth twopence, are you? 


Gertiz: And the airs you put on. Condescending isn’t the 
word. It’s enough to try the patience of a saint. 


Marsu: Oh, shut up. 


GERTIE: You’ve never done a stroke of work in your life, 
and you come here and think you can teach me every- 
thing. 

Norau: I don’t know about that, but I think I can teach you 
manners. 


GErRTIE: How dare you say that! How dare you! You come 
here and I give you a home, you sleep in my blankets and 
eat my food, and then you insult me. 


[She bursts into tears. 


Marsu: Now then, Gertie, don’t cry. Don’t be so silly. 


GertiE: Oh, leave me alone. Of course you take her part. 
You would. It’s nothing to you that I’ve slaved for you 
for three years. As soon as she comes along and plays the 
lady... 


[She hurries out of the room. Marsx hesitates for a 
moment and then follows his wife. There is a momentary 
pause. 
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Taritor: I reckon I might be cleaning myself. Time’s 
getting on. You coming, Ben? 

Trotter: Yes, I’m coming. I suppose you'll take the mare? 

Taytor: Yep. That’s what Ed said this morning. 


[They go out. NoRAH #5 left alone with ReGGrz Horney. 


Horney: [With a little smile. Well, are you enjoying the land 
of promise as much as you said I should? 

Norau: We’ve both made our bed and we must lie in it. 

Horney: D’you remember that afternoon at Miss Wickham’s 
when I came for a letter to your brother? 

Norau: I hadn’t much intention of coming to Canada then. 


Hornsy: I don’t mind telling you that I mean to get back to 
England the very first opportunity I get. I’m willing to 
give away my share of the White Man’s Burden with a 
packet of chewing gum. 

Nora: [Svi/ing.] You prefer the Effete East? 

Hornsy: Rather. Give me the degrading influence of a 
decadent civilisation every time. 

Noraw: Your father will be pleased to see you, won’t he? 

Hornsy: I don’t think. Of course, I was a damned fool ever 
to leave Winnipeg. 

Norau: I understand you didn’t till you were forced to. 


Hornsy: Your brother behaved like a perfect brick. I sent 
him on your letter and told him I was up against it— 
d’you know I hadn’t got a bob? I was jolly glad to earn 
half a dollar by digging a pit ina man’s garden. Bit thick, 
you know. 


Noraun: [Laughing.] I can see you, 


Hornsy: Your brother sent me my fare to come here and 
told me I could do the chores. I didn’t know what they 
were. I] found out it was doing all the jobs that it wasn’t 
anybody’s else’s job to do. And they call it God’s own 
countty. 
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[Meanwhile Noran bas put a couple of trons on the stove 


and now she gets the ironing board. It is rather heavy 
Sor ber. 


Noran: I think you’re falling into the ways very well. 
Hornsy: What makes you think that? 


Noran: [With a smile.| You can sit by and smoke your pipe, 
and watch me carry the ironing board about. 


Horney: [ Without moving.| D’you want me to help your 

Norau: No. . . . It would remind me of home. 

Hornsy: I suppose I shall have to stick it out at least a year, 
unless I can humbug the mater into sending me enough 
money to get home with. 

Norau: She won’t send you a penny if she’s wise. 

Hornsy: Wouldn’t you chuck it if you could? 


Norau: [With a flash of spirit.| And acknowledge myself 
beaten? [There is a short pause.| You don’t know what I 
went through before I came here. I tried to get another 
position as lady’s companion. I answered advertise- 
ments. I hung about the agent’s offices... . Two 
people offered to take me without a salary. One woman 
suggested ten shillings a week and my lunch. She 
expected me to find myself a room, clothes, breakfast and 
supper on ten shillings a week. That settled me. I wrote 
to Eddie and said I was coming. When I’d paid my fare 
I had eight pounds in the world. That’s the result of ten 
year’s work as lady’s companion. When he came to meet 
me at the station at Dyer . . 


Horney: Don’t call it a station, call it a depot. 


Norau: My whole fortune consisted of seven dollars and 
thirty-five cents. 


[MarsH comes in and gives HoRNBY a glance. 


Mars: What about that wood you were splitting, Reg? 
You'd better be getting on with it. 
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Horney: Oh, lord, is there no rest for the wicked? 
[He gets up slowly and saunters lazily to the door. 


MarsH: Don’t hurry yourself, will your 
Hornsy: Brilliant sarcasm is just flying about the house 
to-day. 
[He goes out. 
Marsu: That’s about the toughest nut I’ve ever been set to 
crack. Why on earth did you give him a letter to me? 


Norau: He asked me. I couldn’t very well say no. 


[Throughout the scene NORAH goes on ironing things which 
she takes from a pile of washing in the basket. 


Marsu: I can’t make out what people are up to in the Old 
Country. They think that if a man is too big a rotter to do 
anything at all in England they’ve only got to send him 
out here and he’ll make a fortune. 

Norau: He may improve. 

Mars: [With a look at Norau.] You’ve thoroughly upset 
Gertie. 

Nor4au: She’s very easily upset, isn’t she? 

Marsu: It’s only since you came that things haven’t gone 
right. We never used to have scenes. 

Norau: Do you blame me? I came prepared to like her and 
help her. She met all my advances with suspicion. 

Marsu: She thinks you look down upon her. You ought to 
remember that she never had your opportunities. She’s 
earned her own living from the time she was thirteen. 
You can’t expect in her the refinements of a woman 
who’s led the protected life that you have. 

Norau: I haven’t said a word that could be turned into the 
least suggestion of disapproval of anything she did. 

Marsu: My dear, your whole manner has expressed dis- 
approval. You won’t do things in the way we do them. 
After all, the way you lived in Tunbridge Wells isn’t the 
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only way people can live. Our ways suit us, and when 
you live amongst us you must adopt them. 


Norau: She never gave me a chance to learn them. She 
treated me with suspicion and enmity from the very first 
day I came here. When she sneered at me because I 
talked of a station instead of a depét, of course I went on 
talking of a station. Because I prefer to drink water with 
my meals instead of strong tea she said I was putting on 
side. 

Marsu: Why can’t you humour her? You see, you’ve got to 
take the blame for all the English people who came here 
in the past and were lazy, worthless and supercilious. 
They called us Colonials and turned up their noses at us. 
What d’you expect us to do? Say, Thank you very 
much, sit; we know we’re not worthy to black your 
boots; and don’t bother to work—it’ll be a pleasure for 
us to give you money? It’s no good blinking the fact, 
there was a great prejudice against the English, but it’s 
giving way now, and every sensible man and woman who 
comes out can do something to destroy it. 


Noran: [ With a shrug of the shoulders.| lf you’re tired of having 
me here I can go back to Winnipeg. I shan’t have any 
difficulty in finding something to do. 


Marsun: Good lord, I don’t want you to go. I like having 
you here, and it’s company for Gertie. And you know, 
jobs aren’t so easy to find as you think, especially now the 
winter’s coming on. Everyone wants a job in the city. 

Norau: What d’you want me to dor 

Marsu: Well, you’ve got to live with Gertie. Why can’t you 
make the best of things and meet her half way? You 
might make allowances for her even if you think her 
unreasonable. 


Norau: [ll have a try. 


Marsn: | think you ought to apologise for what you said to 
her just now. 
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Norau: I? Pve got nothing to apologise for. She drove me 
to distraction. 


[There is a moment's pause. Marsu, now that he has 
come to the object of all he has been saying, is a little 
embarrassed. 


Marsu: She says she won’t speak to you again until you beg 
her pardon. 


Norau: Does she look upon that as a great hardship? 


Marsu: My dear, we’re twelve miles from the nearest store. 
We’re thrown upon one another through the whole of 
the winter. Last year there was a bad blizzard, and for 
six weeks we didn’t see a soul outside the farm. Unless 
we learn to put up with one another’s whims life be- 
comes a perfect hell. 


Norau: You can go on talking all night, Eddie—I’ll never 
apologise. Time after time when she sneered at me till 
my blood boiled, I’ve kept my temper. She deserved ten 
times more than I said. D’you think I’m going to 
knuckle under to a woman like that? 


MarsH: Remember she’s my wife, Norah. 
Norau: Why didn’t you marry a lady? 


MarsH: What the dickens d’you think is the use of being a 
lady out here? 


Norau: You’ve degenerated since you left England. 


Marsx: Now, look here, my dear, Pll just tell you what 
Gertie did for me. She was a waitress in Winnipeg at the 
Minnedosa Hotel, and she was making money. She 
knew what the life was on a farm, much harder than 
anything she’d been used to in the city, but she accepted 
all the hardship of it, and the monotony—because she 
loved me. 


Noran: She thought it a good match. You were a gentle- 
man. 
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Marsu: Fiddledidee. She had the chance of much better 
men than me. ... And when I lost my harvest two 
years running, d’you know what she did? She went back 
to the hotel in Winnipeg for the winter so as to carry 
things on till the next harvest. And at the end of the 
winter she gave me every cent she’d earned to pay the 
interest of my mortgage and the instalments on the 
machinery. ; 

[There is a pause. 

Norau: Very well, Pll apologise. But leave me alone with 
her. I—I don’t think I could do it before anyone else. 


Marsu: All right. Pll go and tell her. 


[He goes out. Norau és left alone with her thoughts. Ina 
moment GERTIE comes back, followed by MARSH. 


Norau: [Trying to take things lightly.] Vve been getting on with 
the ironing. 
Gertiz: Have your 


Norau: [ With a smile.] That is one of the few things I can do 
all right. 


Gertiz: Any child can iron. 

Marsu: Well, Pll be going down to the shed. 

Gertie: [Turning to him quickly.| What for? 

Marsu: I want to see about mending that door. It hasn’t 
been closing properly. 

Gertie: I thought Norah had something to say to me. 

Marsn: That’s what I’m going to leave you alone for. 

GerTIE: I like that. She insults me before everybody and 
then when she’s going to apologise it’s got to be private. 
No, thank you. 

Noran: What d’you mean, Gertie? 

GERTIE: You sent Ed in to tell me you was going to apolo- 
gise for what you’d said, didn’t you? 

Norn: For peace and quietness. 
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Gertie: Well, what you said was before the men, and it’s 
before the men you must say you’re sorty. 

Norau: How can you ask me to do such a thing! 

MarsH: Don’t be rough on her, Gertie. No one likes 
apologising. 

Gertie: People who don’t like apologising should keep a 
better lookout on their tongue. 


Marsu: It can’t do you any good to have her eat humble pie 
before the men. 


Gertz: Perhaps not, but it'll do her good. 

Norau: Gertie, don’t be cruel. I’m sorry if I lost my 
temper just now and said anything that hurt you. 
Please don’t make me humiliate myself before the others. 

Gertie: I’ve made up my mind, so it’s no good talking. 

Norau: Don’t you see it’s bad enough to beg your pardon 
before Eddie? 

Gertie: [Irritably.]| Why don’t you call him Ed like the rest 
of us? Eddie sounds so soppy. 

Norau: ve called him Eddie all my life. . . . It’s what his 
mother called him. 

GerTiz: You do everything you can to make yourself 
different from all of us. 

Norau: No, I don’t, I promise you I don’t. Why won’t you 
give me any credit for trying to do my best to please you? 

Gertiz: That’s neither here nor there. Go and fetch the 
men, Ed, and then I’l] hear what she’s got to say. 

Norau: No, I won’t, I won’t, I won’t. You drive me too 
far. 

Gertie: You won’t beg my pardon? 

Nora: [Beside herse/f.] 1 said I could teach you manners. I 
made a mistake, I couldn’t teach you manners. One can’t 
make a silk purse out of a sow’s ear. 


Marsu: [Sharp/y.] Shut up, Norah. 
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Gertiz: Now you must make her, Ed. 

Marsu: I’m sick to death of the pair of you. 

Gertiz: I’m your wife, and I’m going to be mistress of this 
house. 

Mars: It’s horrible to make her eat humble pie before three 


strange men. You’ve got no right to ask her to do a 
thing like that. 


GERTIE: [Furious/y.] Are you taking her part? What’s come 
over you since she come here? You’re not the same to 
me as you used to be. Why did she come here and get 
between us? 

Marsu: I haven’t done anything. 

Gertie: Haven’t I been a good wife to you? Have you ever 
had any complaint to make about me? 

MarsH: You know I haven’t. 

GERTIE: As soon as your sister comes along you let me be 
insulted. You don’t say a word to defend me. 

Marsu: [With a grim smile.| Darling, you’ve said a good 
many to defend yourself. 

GertTIE: I’m sick and tired of being put upon. You must 
choose between us. 

Marsu: What on earth d’you mean? 

Gertie: If you don’t make her apologise right now before 
the hired men I’m quit of you. 

Marsu: I can’t make her apologise if she won’t. 

GerTIE: Then let her quit. 

Norau: Oh, I wish I could. I wish to God I could. 


Marsu: You know she can’t do that. There’s nowhere she 
can go. I’ve offered her a home. You were quite willing 
when I suggested having her here. 


Gertie: I was willing because I thought she’d make herself 
useful. We can’t afford to feed folks as don’t earn their 
keep. We have to work for our money, we do. 
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Norau: I didn’t know you grudged me the little I eat, I 
wonder if I should if I were in your place. 


Marsu: Look here, it’s no good talking. I’m not going to 
turn her out. As long as she wants a home the farm’s 
open to her. And she’s welcome to everything I’ve got. 

GERTIE: Then you choose her? 

Marsu: [Irritably.] I don’t know what you’re talking about. 

Gertie: I said you’d got to choose between us. Very well. 
Let her stay. I earned my living before, and I can earn it 
again. I’m going. 

Marsu: Don’t talk such nonsense. 

Gerriz: You think I don’t mean it? D’you think I’m going 
to stay here and be put upon? Why should I? 

Marsx: Don’t you—love me any more? 

Gertie: Haven’t I shown that I love you? Have you for- 
gotten, Ed? 

Marsn: We’ve gone through so much together, darling. 

GERTIE: [Hesitating/y.] Yes, we have that. 

Marsu: Won’t you forgive her? 

Gertiz: No, I can’t. You’re a man, you don’t understand. 
If she won’t apologise, either she must go or I shall. 
Marsu: I can’t lose you, Gertie. What should I do without 

your 

Gerrie: I guess you know me well enough by now. When 
I say a thing I do it. 

Noraun: Eddie. 

Marsu: [I// at ease.] After all, she’s my wife. If it weren’t for 
her I should be hiring out now at forty dollars a month. 

[Norau hesitates for a moment, then she makes up her 
mind. 

Norau: [Hoarsely.] Very well, Pl do what you want. 

Mars: You do insist on it, Gertie? 

Gertz; Of course I do. 
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Marsu: I'll go and call the men. 

Norau: Frank Taylor needn’t come, need he? 

Gertiz: Why not? 

Norau: He’s going away to-day. It can’t much matter 
about him, surely. 

Gertiz; Why are you so particular about it, then? 

Nora: The others are English. He'll like to see me 
humiliated. He looks upon women as dirt. He’s.. 
Oh, I don’t know, but not before him. 

GertiE: It'll do you a world of good to be taken down a peg 
or two, my lady. 

Norau: Oh, how heartless—how cruel. 

Gertiz: Go on, Ed—I want to get on with my work. 

[Marsx hesitates a moment, then shrugs his shoulders and 
goes out. 

Norau: [Passionately.] Why do you humiliate me like this? 

GerrTiz: You came here and thought you knew everything, | 
guess. You didn’t know who you’d got to deal with. 

Norau: I was a stranger and homeless. If you’d had any 
kindness you wouldn’t have treated me so. 1 wanted to 
be fond of you. 


GeErrIzE; You despised me before you ever saw me. 


[Norau vovers her eyes for a moment with both hands, and 
then forces herself to make another appeal. 


NoraH: Oh, Gertie, can’t we be friends? Can’t we let 
bygones be bygones and start afresh? We’re both fond 
of Eddie. He’s your husband and you love him, and he’s 
the only relation I have in the world. Won’t you let me 
be a real sister to you? 

GeErtTIE: It’s rather late to say all that now. 


NorauH: But it’s not too late, is it? I don’t know what I do 
that irritates you. I can see how competent you are, and 
I admire you so much. I know how splendid you’ve 


260 THE LAND OF PROMISE ACT II 


been with Eddie, and how you’ve stuck to him through 
thick and thin. You’ve done everything for him. 

GertiE: [Breaking in violently.] Oh, don’t go on patronising 
me. I shall go crazy. 

Norau: [Astounded.| Patronising your 

Gerriz: You talk to me as if I was a naughty child. You 
might be a school teacher. 

Norau: It seems perfectly hopeless. 

GerTIE: Even when you’re begging my pardon you put on 
airs. You ask me to forgive you as if you was doing me a 
favour. 

Norau: [With a chuckle.| 1 must have a very unfortunate 
manner. 

Gertie: [Fariously.] Don’t laugh at me. 

Norau: Don’t make yourself ridiculous, then. 


Gertie: D’you think I shall ever forget what you wrote to 
Ed before I married him? 


Norau: [Looking at her quickly.| 1 don’t know what you mean. 


Gertie: Don’t you? You told him it would be a disgrace if 
he married me. He wasa gentlemanandI. ... Oh, you 
spread yourself out. 

Norau: He oughtn’t to have shown you the letter. 

GeErtIE: He was dotty about me. 

Nora: I had a perfect right to try and prevent the marriage 
before it took place. But after it happened I only wanted 
to make the best of it. If you had a grudge against me 
why did you let me come here? 

Gertie: Ed wanted it, and it was lonely enough sometimes 
with the men away all day and no one to talk to. I 
thought you’d be company for me. . . . I can’t bear it 
when Ed talks to you about the Old Country and people 
I don’t know nothing about. 


Norau: [Surprised.] Are you jealous? 
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Gertie: It’s my house and I’m mistress here. I won’t be put 
upon. What did you want to come here for, upsetting 
everybody? Till you come I never had a word with Ed. 
Oh, I hate you, I hate you. 


Noran: Gertie. 

GERTIE: You’ve given me a chance and I’m going to take it. 
I’m going to take you down a peg or two. 

Nora: You’re doing all you can to drive me away from 
here. 

Gertz: You don’t think it’s much catch to have you. You 
talk of getting a job—you couldn’t get one. I know 
something about that, my girl. You! You can do 
nothing. .. . Here they are. Now take your medicine. 
[ED Marsu comes in, followed by TROTTER and FRANK 
TAYLOR. FRANK has taken off bis overalls.) Where’s Reg? 

MarsH: He’s just coming. 

Gertie: Do they know what they’re here for? 

Marsu: No, I didn’t tell them. 

[HoRNBY comes in. 


Gertie: Norah insulted me a while ago before all of you, and 
I guess she wants to apologise. 

Taytor: If you told me it was that, Ed, you wanted me to 
come here for, I reckon I'd have told you to go to hell. 

Norau: Why? 

TayLor: I’ve got other things to do beside bothering my 
head about women’s quarrels. 

Norau: Oh, I beg your pardon, I thought it was some kindly 
feeling in you. 

Gertie: Go on, Norah, we're waiting. 


[Noraw hesitates a moment and then takes her courage in 
both hands. 


Noran: I’m sorry I was rude to you, Gertie. I apologise for 
what I said. 
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Tay or: [ With a quiet smile.| You didn’t find that very easy to 
say, I reckon. 
Marsu: There’s nothing mote to be said, is there? 
Gertiz: I’m quite satisfied. 
MarsH: We'd better get back to work, then. 
) [The men turn to go. 
GertiE: Let this be a lesson to you, my girl. 
[Norau starts at the words. It is the last straw. 


Norau: Frank, will you wait a minute? 

TayLor: [A “ttle surprised.| Sure. What can I do for you? 

Norau: I’ve understood that I’m not wanted here. I’m in 
the way. You said just now you wanted a woman to 
cook and bake for you, wash and mend your clothes, and 
keep your shack clean and tidy. Will I do? 

Taytor: [Rather amused.| Sure. 

Marsu: [Horrified.| Norah. 

Noran: [With a twinkle in her eye.| Ym afraid you'll have to 
marry me. 

Taytor: I guess it would be more respectable. 

Marsu: Norah, you can’t mean it. You’re ina temper. See 
here, Frank, you mustn’t pay any attention to her. 

GERrTIE: Shameless, that’s what I call it. 

Norau: Why? He wants a woman to look after him. He 
practically proposed to me half an hour ago. Didn’t you? 

TAYLor: Practically. 

Hornsy: I’m bound to say I’ve never heard a proposal 
refused so emphatically. 

MarsuH: You’ve been like cat and dog with Frank ever since 
you came. My dear, you don’t know what you’re in for. 

Norau: If he’s willing to risk it, I am. 

TayLor: [Looking at her gravely.| It ain’t an easy life you’re 
coming to. This farm’s a palace compared with my shack. 
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Norau: I’m not wanted here, and you say you want me. If 
you'll take me, I'll come. 

Tayrtor: Pll take you all right. When will you be ready? 
Will an hour do for you? 

Norau: [Saddenly panic-stricken.| An hour? 

Taytor: Why, yes, then we can catch the three-thirty into 
Winnipeg. You can go to the Y.W.C.A. for the night 
and we'll be buckled up in the morning. 

NorauH: You’re in a great hurry. 

Tay or: I suppose you meant it? You weren’t just pulling a 
bluffP 


[Noraxu hesitates for a moment and they look at one 
another. 


Norau: I shall be ready in an hour. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT 


THE THIRD ACT 


SCENE: FRANK TAYLOR’S shack at Prentice, Manitoba. It is a 
low log cabin, consisting of two rooms. The scene is the living- 
room. There is a door at the back towards the left-hand side, 
and on the right is another door that leads into the bedroom. A 
very small low window at the back. There is a stove on the left, 
with a long chimney. On the walls, untidily tacked up, are 
pictures cut out of the illustrated papers. Hanging on a nail 
is a Cariboo coat. On a shelf beside the stove are the few pots 
and pans that FRANK TAYLOR possesses. They are battered 
and much used. There is a broom in the corner. The furniture 
consists of a rocking-chair, worn with use and shabby, a table 
roughly made by "TayvLor himself from packing-cases, one 
kitchen chair and two or three packing-cases used as stools. On 
another shelf are maple-syrup tins, in which groceries are kept. 
In one corner there is an old suit-case, locally known as a grip, 
and a heap of old clothes; in another corner is a pile of tattered 
magazines and numbers of the Winnipeg Free Press. The shack 
has an untidy, comfortless, bedraggled air. 


When the curtain rises the scene is dark and empty. There 1s a 
faint glimmer of light through the window. The night is bright 
and starry. There is a slight noise of a rig being driven up 
outside, and then voices are heard. 


SHARP: Woa there! Woal 

Tayzor: A tidy pull, that last bit. Trail’s very bad. 
SHARP: Stop still, you brute. 

Tay Lor: I guess she wants to get home. 


[Now comes the sound of a key being put into the lock. It is 
turned noisily and the door is opened wide. A rig stands 
outside and Suarp is seen still seated holding the reins. 
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Norau has just got down. Tied on the back of the rig 
are Noran’s frank and TaYLor’s grip. There is a 
glimpse of the prairie and the bright Canadian night. 
TAYLOR comes in. He is wearing a waterproof coat 
lined with sheepskin, a dark, roughly cut suit of some 
coarse blue material, and a broad-brimmed flat- 
crowned hat. 


Taytor: Wait a minute, and I'll light the lamp. [He sérzkes a 
match and looks round.| Where in hell has it got to? The 
shack’s about two foot by three, and I’m blamed if I can 
ever find a darned thing. 


SHarp: I'll give you a hand with that trunk. 
[As he speaks he begins to get down. Taytor finds the 
lamp and lights it. 
Tayzor: Pll come and help you if you'll wait a bit. Come in, 
Norah. 
SHARP: Woa therel 
[Norau comes in. She has on a hat and coat. She carries 
a string bag in which there is a number of parcels. 
Noran: I’m quite stiff after that long drive. 
Taytor: Are you cold? 
Noran: No, not a bit. I was well wrapped up. 


Tay or: I guess it’s freezing. But it’s your first winter and 
you won’t feel the cold like we do. 


Norau: [Putting down her bag.| V\l bring some of the things in. 
Taytor: Don’t touch the trunk, it’s too heavy for you. 
Norau: I’m as strong as a horse. 
TaYLor: Don’t touch it. 
Norau: [With a smile.] 1 won't. 
[He goes out and takes more parcels out of the rig and 
comes in with them. 


TAYLOR: We can all do with a cup of tea. Just havea look at 
the stove. It won’t take two shakes to light a fire. 
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Norau: It seems hardly worth while. It’s so late. 


Taytor: [Cheeri/y.] Light the fire, my girl, and don’t talk 
about it. 


[He goes out and is seen helping SHARP to unfasten the 
trunk. NoRAH, getting down on her knees, rakes out 
the ashes from the stove. TAYLor and SHARP bring 
the box in between them. SHAR? is a rough-looking man 
of forty. He has been a non-commissioned officer in an 
English regiment, and has still something of a soldier’s 
look. 


SHARP: This trunk of yours isn’t what you might call light, 
Mrs. Taylor. 

Noran: It contains all I own in the world. 

Taytor: I guess it don’t do that. Since this morning you 
own a half share in a hundred and sixty acres of as good 
Jand as there is in Manitoba and a mighty fine shack. 

Norau: To say nothing of a husband. 

SHARP: Where d’you want this put? 


TAYLOR: It ’ud better go in the next room right away, or we 
shall be falling over it. 


[They carry the trunk into the bedroom. Noraw gets up 
from her knees, goes over to a pile of logs by the stove, 
and takes two or three and some of the newspapers. 
The men come in again. 


TAYLOR: Here, you won’t be able to light a fire with logs like 
that. Where’s that darned axe? [He glances round and sees 
it by the logs. He takes a couple and splits them.| 1 guess you'll 
have plenty to do getting the shack tidy. [SHARP brings in 
TAYLOR’S grip and his gun.| Now, that’s real good of you, 
Sid. 

SHARP: Get any shooting down at Dyer, Frank? 

TayLor: There was a rare lot of prairie chickens around, but 
I didn’t get out more than a couple of days. 
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Suarp: Well, I'll be getting back home now. 
Taytor: Oh, stay and have a cup of tea, won’t you? 


Suarp: I don’t think I will. It’s getting late and the mare’ll 
get cold. 


Taytor: Put her in the shed. 

SHarp: No, I think I'll be toddling. My missus says I was to 
give you her compliments, Mrs. Taylor, and she’ll be 
round to-morrow to see if there’s anything you want. 

Norau: That’s very kind of her. Thank you very much. 

Tayzor: Sid lives where you saw that light just about a mile 


from here, Norah. Mrs. Sharp’ll be able to help you a lot 
at first. 


SHARP: Oh, well, we’ve been here for thirteen years, and we 
know the way of the country by now. 

Taytor: Norah’s about as green as a new dollar bill, I guess. 

SHARP: There’s a lot you can’t be expected to know at first. 
Pll say good-night, then, and good luck. 

Taytor: Well, good-night then, Sid, if you won’t stay, and it 
was teal good of you to come and fetch us in the rig. 


SHARP: Oh, that’s all right. Good-night to you, Mrs. 
Taylor. 


Norau: Good-night. 
[SHarp goes out, gets on the rig, and drives away. 


Tayor: I guess it must seem funny to you to hear him call 
you Mrs. Taylor, eh? 


[Noran gives him a quick look, and represses a little 
shudder. 
Noran: Yes. 
TaYLor: How are you getting on with that firer 
NorauH: All right. 
Tayzor: I guess I'll get some water. 
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[He takes a pail and goes out. He ts heard pumping. 
Norau gets up, lifts the lamp so as to see better, and 
looks round. She is pale, and has a frightened look. 
She does not hear FRANK come in, and starts violently 
when he speaks to her. 


TayLor: Having a look at the shack? 

Norau: [Putting the lamp down.| How you startled me. 
TAYLOR: What d’you think of it? 

Noran: I don’t know. 


Taytor: I built it with my own hands. Every one of them 
logs was a tree I cut down myself. You wait till the 
morning and [ll show you how they’re joined together 
at the corners. There’s some neat work there, my girl, I 
guess. 


Norau: Here’s the kettle. 


[He pours water into it from the pail, and she puts the 
kettle on the stove. 


TAYLOR: You'll find some tea in one of them tins on the shelf. 
Leastways there was some there when I come away. I 
guess you’re hungry. 

Norau: I don’t think Iam, very. I ate a very good supper in 
the train. 

TayLor: I’m glad you call that a good supper. I guess I 
could wrap up the amount you ate in a postal stamp. 

Norau: [Smiling.] I haven’t a very large appetite. 

Taytor: I have. Where’s the loaf we got in Winnipeg this 
afternoon? 

Norau: Pll get it. 

Taytor: And the butter. You'll bake to-morrow, I reckon. 


[Norau gets a loaf and a piece of butter out of the string 
bag she brought in with her. She puts them on the table. 


Norau: Shall I cut you some? 
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Taytor: Yep. 
Norau: Please. 
Tayuor: Please what? 
Norau: [With a smile.| Yes, please. 
Taytor: Ohl! 
[He gives her a look, and she, a quiet smile on her face, cuts 


two or three pieces of bread and butter. Then she gets 
tea out of the tin and puts it in a teapot. 


Taytor: I guess you’d better take your hat and coat off. 
[NoraH does so without answering.| You ain’t terribly 
talkative for a woman, my girl. 

Norau: I haven’t got anything to say at the moment. 


Tayrtor: Well, I guess it’s better to have a wife as talks too 
little than a wife as talks too much. 


Norau: [Wh her tongue in her cheek.| 1 suppose absolute 
perfection is rare—in women, poor wretches. 


TaAYLor: What’s that? 
Norau: I was only amusing myself with a reflection. 


{TAYLOR fakes off his coat and appears in a grey sweater. 
He sits down in the rocking-chair. 


Taytor: I guess there’s no place like home. You get a bit fed 
up with hiring out. Ed was O.K., I reckon, but it ain’t 
like being your own boss. 


Noran: [Poznting.] What’s through there? 
Taytor: Oh, that’s the bedroom. Like to have a look? 
Norau: No. 


TayLor: When I built the shack I fixed it up so as it would do 
when I got married. Sid Sharp asked me what in hell I 
wanted to divide it up in half for, but I guess women like 
little luxuries like that. 


Norau: Like what? 
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Taytor: Like having a room to sleep in and a room to live in. 
Norau: Here’s the bread and butter. Will you have some 
syrup? 
TAYLOR: Sure. 
[He gets up and sits down at the table. 
Nora: That water ought to be boiling by now? What 
about milk? 


Taytor: That’s one of the things you’ll have to do without 
till I can afford to buy a cow. 


Noran: I can’t drink tea without milk. 

TAYLOR: Youtry. Say, can you milk a cowl 

Norau: I? No. 

TayYuor: Then it’s just as well I ain’t got one. 

Norau: You’re a philosopher. [She /ifts the cover off the kettle 
and looks at it, then pours some water into the teapot and sets 
it down on the table.| Is there a candle! I’ll just get one or 
two things out of my box. 

TayYtor: Ain’t you going to sit down and have a cup of tea? 

Norau: I don’t want any, thanks. 

TAYLOR: Sit down, my girl. 

Noran: Why? 

Tay or: [Swzling.] Because I tell you to. 

Norau: [Quite pleasantly.] I don’t think you’d better tell me 
to do things. 

Taytor: Then I ask you. You ain’t going to refuse the first 
favour I’ve asked you? 


Norau: [With a pretty smile.] Of course not. [She sits down.] 
There. 

TayLtor: Now pour out my tea for me, will your [He 
watches her do it. It is rum seeing my wife sitting down at 
my table and pouring out tea for me. 

Nora: Is it pleasant? 
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Taytor: Sure. Now have some yourself, my girl. You'll 
soon get used to drinking it without milk. And I guess 
you'll be able to get some to-morrow from Mrs. Sharp. 
[Nora pours herself out some tea.| I had a sort of feeling 
I wanted you and me to have the first meal together in 
your new home. Just take a bit of the bread and butter. 
[He passes over to her a slice and, smiling, she cuts a little 
piece off and eats it.) We ain’t lost much time, I guess. 
Why, it’s only yesterday you told me not to call you 
Norah. 


Norau: That was very silly of me. I was in a temper. 
Tayitor: And now we’re man and wife. 

Norau: Married in haste with a vengeance. 

TayLor: Ain’t you a bit scared? 

Norau: I? What of? Your 


TayLor: With Ed on t’other side of Winnipeg, he might 
just as well be in the Old Country for all the good he can 
be to you. You might be a bit scared to find yourself 
alone with a man you don’t know. 


Norau: I’m not nervous. 
Tayitor: Good for you. 


Noran: You did give me a fright, though. When I asked 
you if you’d take me, I suppose it was only about fifteen 
seconds before you answered, but it seemed like ten 
minutes. I thought you might refuse. 


Taytor: I was thinking. 

Noran: [Smi/ing.] Counting up my good points and setting 
them against the bad ones? 

Taytor: No, I was thinking you wouldn’t have asked me 
like that if you hadn’t—despised me. 


[Noran, @ little taken aback, gives him a quick look, but 
she tries to pass it off lightly. 
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Norau: I don’t know what makes you think that. 

Taytor: Well, I don’t know how you could have put it 
more plainly that my name was mud. 

Noranu: Why didn’t you refuse, then? 

Taytor: I guess I’m not a nervous fellow, either. 

Norau: [With a twinkle in her eye.) And women are scatce in 
Manitoba. 

Tay or: I always fancied an Englishwoman. They make the 
best wives when they’ve been licked into shape. 

Norau: [Frankly amused.] Are you proposing to attempt that 
operation on me? 

TayLor: You’re clever. I guess a hint or two is about all 
you'll want. 

Norau: It embarrasses me when you pay me compliments. 


Taytor: Pll take you round and show you the land to- 
morrow. I ain’t done all the clearing yet, so there’ll be 
plenty of work for the winter. I want to have a hundred 
acres to sow next year. And then if I get a good crop 
I’ve a mind to take another quarter. You can’t make it 
pay really without you’ve got half a section. And it’s a 
tough proposition when you ain’t got capital. 

Norau: I didn’t think I was marrying a millionaire. 

Taytor: Never mind, my girl, you shan’t live in a shack long 
I promise you. It’s the greatest country in the world. 
We only want three good crops and you shall have a 
brick house same as you lived in at home. 


Noran: I wonder what they’re doing in England now. 


Tayrtor: Well, I guess they’re asleep. 

Noran: When I think of England I always think of it at tea- 
time. [She looks at the tea-things they have just used.) Miss 
Wickham had a beautiful old silver tea-pot—George II 
—and she was awfully proud of it. And she was very 
proud of her tea-set—it was old Worcester—and she 
wouldn’t let anyone wash the things but . . . And two 
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or three times a week an old Indian judge came in to tea, 
and he used to talk to me about the East—oh, why did 
you make me think of it all? 


Tay or: The past is dead and gone, my girl. We’ve got the 
future. 

Norau: [Paying no attention to his words.| One never knows 
when one’s well off, does one? It’s madness to think of 
what’s gone for ever. 

Tayrtor: I wish we’d got a drop of liquor here so as we could 
drink one another’s health. But as we ain’t you’d better 
give mea kiss instead. 


Norau: [Ligh#/y.] ’'m not very fond of kissing. 

Tayior: [With a smile.] It ain’t generally an acquired taste, 
but I guess you’re peculiar. 

Noraz: It looks like it. 


TayLor: Come, my girl, you didn’t even kiss me after we was 
married. 


Noran: [In a perfectly friendly way.| Isn’t a hint enough for 
your Why do you force me to say everything in so many 
words? 

TAYLor: It seems to me it wants a few words to make it plain 
when a woman refuses to give her husband a kiss. 


Norau: Do sit down, there’s a good fellow, and I’ll tell you 
one or two things. 


Taytor: That’s terribly kind of you. [He sinks back into the 
rocking-chair.| Have you any choice of seats? 


Noranw: You’ve taken the only one that’s tolerably com- 
fortable. I think there’s nothing to choose between the 
others. 


Taytor: Nothing. 

Norau: I think we'd better fix things up before we go any 
further. 

TAYLor: Sure. 
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Norau: You gave me to understand very plainly that you 
wanted a wife in order to get a general servant without 
having to pay her wages. Wages are high in Canada. 

Taytor: That was the way you put it. 

Norau: Baching isn’t very comfortable. 

Taytor: Not very. 

Noraw: You wanted someone to cook and bake for you, 
wash, sweep and mend. I offered to come and do all 
that. It never struck me for an instant that there was any 
possibility of your expecting anything else of me. 

Taytor: Then you’re a damned fool, my girl. 

Norau: [Firing up.] D’you mind not saying things like that 
to mer 

Taytor: [Good-humouredly.| I guess I shall have to say a good 
many things like that before we’ve done. 

Norau: I asked you to marry me only because I couldn’t 
stay in the shack without. 

TayYuor: I guess you asked me to marry you because you was 
in a hell of a temper. You wanted to get away from Ed’s 
farm tight then, and you didn’t care what you did so long 
as you quit. But you was darned sorry for what you’d 
done by the time you’d packed your box. 

Norau: [Frigid/y.| What makes you think that? 

Taytor: Why, when you come back in the kitchen you was 
as white as a sheet. You wanted to say you’d changed 
your mind, but your darned pride wouldn’t let you. 

Norau: I wouldn’t have stayed on in that house for any- 
thing in the world. 

Taytor: And this morning, when I called for you at the 
Y.W.C.A., you wanted to say you wouldn’t marry me. 
You tried to speak the words, but they wouldn’t come. 
When you shook hands with me your hand was like ice. 


Norau: I was nervous for a moment. After all, one isn’t 
married every day of one’s life, is one? 
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Taytor: If I hadn’t shown you the licence and the ring, I 
guess you wouldn’t have done it. You hadn’t the nerve 
to back out of it then. 


Norau: I hadn’t slept a wink all night. I kept on turning it 
over in my mind. I was frightened at what I’d done. 
But I didn’t know a soul in Winnipeg. I hadn’t. any- 
where to go. I had four dollars in my pocket. I had to 
go through with it. 


TAYLOR: You took pretty good stock of me in the train on 
the way here, I guess. 

Norau: [Recovering herself.| What makes you think so? 

Taytor: Well, I felt you was looking at me a good deal. It 


wasn’t hard to see that you was turning me over in your 
mind, What conclusion did you come to? 


Norau: You see, I lived all those years with an old lady. I 
know very little about men. 
TayYLor: I guessed that. 


Norau: I came to the conclusion that you were a decent 
fellow. I thought you would be kind to me. 


TayLor: Bouquets are just flying around. Have you got 
anything more to say to me? 


Noran: No. 
Taytor: Then just get me my pouch, will your I guess it’s 
in the pocket of my coat. 
[She hesitates a moment, looks at him, then gets tt. 


Norau: Here you are. 


Taytor: [With his tongue in his cheek.| 1 thought you was 
going to tell me I could darned well get it myself. 


Norau: I don’t very much like being ordered about. 


TaYLor: You never paid much attention to me till to-day, I 
reckon. 


Norau: I was always polite to you. 
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Taytor: Very. But I was the hired man, and you never let 
me forget it. You thought yourself a darned sight better 
than me because you could play the piano and speak 
French. But we ain’t got a piano, and there ain’t anyone 
as speaks French nearer than Winnipeg. 

Noran: What are you driving at? 

Taytor: Parlour tricks ain’t much good on the prairie. 
They’re like dollar bills up in Hudson Bay. Tobacco’s 
the only thing you can trade with an Esquimaux. You 
can’t cook very well, you don’t know how to milk a cow 
—why, you can’t even harness a horse. 

Norau: Are you regretting your bargain already? 

Taytor: No, I guess I can teach you. But if I was you I 
wouldn’t put on any frills. We shall get along O.K., I 
guess, when we’ve shaken down. 

NoraH: You'll find I’m perfectly capable of taking care of 
myself. 

Tay or: [Ignoring the remark.| When two people live together 
in a shack there’s got to be a deal of give and take on both 
sides. As long as you do what I tell you you'll be all 
right. 

Noran: [With a smile.| It’s unfortunate that when anyone 
tells me to do a thing I have an irresistible desire not to 
do it. 

Taytor: I guess I tumbled to that. You must get over it. 

Nora: You've talked to me once or twice in a way I don’t 
like. I think we shall get on better if you ask me to do 
things. 

TAYLOR: Don’t forget that I can make you do them. 

Noran: [Amused.| How? 

Taytor: Well, ’m stronger than you ate. 


Nora: A man can hardly use force in his dealings with a 
woman. 
TAYLor: Ohp 
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Norau: You seem surprised. 

Taytor: What’s going to prevent him? 

Noran: [ With a Little laugh.| Don’t be so silly. 

[He gives her a look and then smiles quietly to himself. 

Taytor: Well, I’m going to unpack my grip. [Pointing to the 
tea-things.| Wash up them things. 

Norau: [ With a slight shrug of the shoulders.| Vl wash them up 
in the morning. 

Taytor: Wash ’em up now, my girl. You'll find the only 
way to keep things clean is to wash ’em the moment 
you’ve done with them. [Noran Jooks at him with a 
slight smile on her face, but does not move.| Did you hear 
what I said? 

Norau: I did. 

TayLtor: Why don’t you do as I tell you? 

Noran: [Svzling.] Because I don’t choose. 

TayLor: You ain't taken long to try it out. 

Norau: They say there’s no time like the present. 

TayLor: Are you going to wash up them things? 

Norau: No. 

[He looks at her for a moment, then gets up, pours water 
into a pail and puts a ragged dishcloth on the table. 

TayLor: Are you going to wash up them things? 

Norau: No. 

Tartor: D’you want me to make you? 

Norau: How can you do that? 

TAYLOR: I’ll show you. 

Noran: [Il just get out these rugs, shall I? I expect it gets 
very cold towards morning. 


[She gets up and goes over to a holdall and begins un- 
strapping it. 
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Tartor: Norah. 
Noran: Yes. 
TayLor: Come here. 
Noranu: Why? 


Taytor: Because I tell you. 


[She looks at him, but does not move. He goes over to her 
and 1s about to seize her wrist. 
Noraw: You daren’t touch me. 
Taytor: Who told you thatr 
Noraw: Have you forgotten that I’m a woman? 


Taytor: No, I haven’t. That’s why I’m going to make you 
do as I tell you. If you was a man I mightn’t be able to. 
Come now. [He makes a movement to take her by the arm, 
but she slips away from him and quickly boxes his ears. He 
stops.| That was a darned silly thing to do. 


Noran: What did you expect? 


Tayuor: I expected you was cleverer than to hit me. You 
see, when it comes to—to muscle, I guess I’ve got the 
bulge on you. 


Noran: I’m not frightened of you. 

TayLor: Now come and wash up these things. 

Noraw: I won't. 

TAYLOR: Come on. 

[He takes her wrists and tries to drag her to the table. 

She struggles with him, but cannot release herself. 
She kicks him as he drags her to the table. 

Norau: Let me go. 


TayLor: Come on now, my girl. What’s the good of making 
a darned fuss about it? 


Norn: You brute, how dare you touch me! You'll never 
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force me to do anything. Let go! Let go! Let go! 


[As they reach the table she bends down and bites him. 
Instinctively he releases her. 

Taytor: Gee, what sharp teeth you’ve got. 

Norau: You cad! You cad! 

Taytor: [Looking at his hand.| 1 never thought you'd bite. 
That ain’t much like a lady. 

Norau: You filthy cad to hit a woman. 

Taytor: Gee, I didn’t hit you. You smacked my face and 
kicked my shins, and you bit my hand. And then you 
say J hit you. 

Noran: [With all her passion.| You beast! I hate you. 

Tartor: I don’t care about that so long as you wash them 
cups. : 

Norau: Look. 

[With a sudden sweep of the arm she brushes them off the 
table, and they fall on the floor and break. 

Taytor: That’s a pity. We’re terribly short of crockery. 
We shall have to drink our tea out of tins now. 

Norau: I said I wouldn’t wash them and I haven’t washed 
them. 

TayLor: They don’t need it now, I guess. 

Norau: I think ve won. 

Taytor: [With a smile.) Sure. Now take the broom and 
sweep up all the darned mess you’ve made. 

Norau: | won't. 

Tay.or: Look here, my girl, I guess ’ve had about enough 
of your nonsense. You do as you’re told and look sharp 
about it. 

Norau: You can kill me if you like. 

Taytor: What’s the good of that? Women are scarce in 
Manitoba, . . . Here’s the broom. 
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Nora: If you want that mess swept up you can sweep it 
up yourself. 


Taytor: You make me tired. [He puts the broom into her 
hands, but she flings it violently away.| Look here, if you 
don’t clean up that mess at once, I’ll give you the biggest 
hiding you’ve ever had in your life. 


Norau: [Scornfully.] You? 


Taytor: [Nodding his head.| Yours truly. I’ve done with 
larking now. 


[He turns up the sleeves of his sweater. Suddenly she 
bursts into loud cries. 


Norau: Help! Help! Help! 


Taytor: What’s the good of that? There ain’t no one 
within a mile of us. Listen. 


[For a moment they are both silent as they listen to the 
silence of the prairie. 


Norau: If you touch me I'll have you up for cruelty. There 
are laws to protect me. 


Taytor: I don’t care a curse for the laws. I know I’m going 
to be master here. And if I tell you to do a thing you’ve 
darned well got to do it because I can make you. Now 
stop fooling. Pick up that crockery and get the broom. 


Norau: I won't. [He strides up and is just about to catch hold 
of her when she shrinks back. She sees he is in earnest. She 
is terrified by his look.] No, don’t. Don’t hurt me. 


Taytor: [He stops and looks at her.) I guess there’s only one 
law here, and that’s the law of the strongest. I don’t 
know nothing about cities. Perhaps men and women 
are equal there. But on the prairie a man’s master 
because he’s bigger and stronger than a woman. 


Norau: Frank. 
TaYLor: Blast you, don’t talk! 
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[NoraH pauses, straggling between her pride and her fear. 
She will not look at her husband. She feels that he is 
getting impatient. At last, slowly, she bends down 
and picks up the teapot, the cups and saucers, and puts 
them on the table. Then she sinks into the chair and 
bursts into tears. He watches her with a slight smile 
on his face, but not unkindly. 

Norau: Oh, I’m so unhappy. 

Tayztor: [Without any anger in his voice.) Come on, my girl, 
don’t shirk the rest of it. [She looks up and sees the mess 
of spilt tea on the floor. She gets up slowly, keeping her face 
away from him, and picks up the broom. She sweeps up. 
When she has finished she puts the broom in the corner. He 
watches her all the time. Then she takes up her hat and coat 
and starts to put them on.| What are you doing? 


Norau: I’ve done what you made me do. Now I’m going. 


TayLor: Where? 

Norau: What do I care so long as I get away? 

TayYLor: You ain’t under the impression that there’s a first- 
class hotel round the corner, are you? because there 
ain't. 

Norau: I'll go to the Sharps. 

Tay or: I guess they’re in bed and asleep by now. 

Noran: I can wake them. 

TayLor: You'd never find your way. It’s pitch dark. 

Norau: lll sleep out of doors, then. 

Tay or: On the prairie? Why, you’d freeze to death. 

Noran: What does it matter to you whether I live or die? 

Taytor: It matters a great deal. Women are scarce in 
Manitoba. 

Norau: Are you going to prevent me from going? 

TAYLOR: Sure. 

[He stands in front of the door and faces her. 
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Norau: You can’t keep me here against my will. If I don’t 
go to-night, I can go to-morrow. 


TAYLOR: To-morrow’s a long way off. 


[She gives a start and looks at him with staring, terrified 
eyes, her throat is dry with terror. 


Noran: Frank. What d’you mean? 

Tayutor: J don’t know what silly fancies you had in your 
head. When I married you I intended that you should 
be a proper wife to me. 


NoraH: But... but... . [She can hardly speak.] But 
you understood. [He does not answer. At last she collects 
herself. She tries to talk calmly and reasonably.| Ym sorry 
for the way I behaved, Frank. It was childish of me 
to struggle with you. You irritated me by the way you 
spoke. 

Taytor: Oh, I don’t mind. I don’t know much about 
women and I guess they’re queer. We had to fix things 
up sometime and I guess there was no harm in getting 
it over right now. 

Norau: You’ve beaten me all along the line and I’m in 
your power. Have mercy on me. 


Taytor: I guess you won’t have much cause to complain. 


Noran: I married you in a fit of temper. It was very stupid 
of me. I’m very sorry that J—that I’ve been all this 
trouble to you. Won’t you let me go? 


Taytor: No, I can’t do that. 


Noran: I’m no good to you. You’ve told me that I’m 
useless. I can’t do any of the things that you want a 
wife to do. You can’t be so hard-hearted as to make me 
pay with all my life for one moment’s madness. 


Taytor: What good would it do if I let you go? Will you 
go to Gertie and ask her to take you back again? You’ve 
got too much pride for that, 


ACT Ill THE LAND OF PROMISE 283 


Norau: I don’t think I’ve got much pride left. 

Taytor: Don’t you think you’d better give it a try? 

Norau: All the life was so strange to me. In England they 
think it’s so different from what it really is. I thought 
I should have a horse to ride. I expected dances and 
tennis parties. And when I came out I was so out of it. 
I felt in the way. And yesterday they drove me frantic 
so that I felt I couldn’t stay another moment in that 
house. It was only an impulse. I made a mistake. I 
didn’t know what I was doing. You can’t have the heart 
to take advantage of it. 

Taytor: I knew you was making a mistake, but that was 
your look out. When I sell a man a horse he can look it 
over for himself, but I ain’t obliged to tell him its faults. 

NoraH: D’you mean to say that after I’ve begged you 
almost on my knees to let me go you’ll force me to stay? 

TAYLOR: Sure. 

Norau: Oh, I’m so unhappy. 

TayLor: Perhaps you won’t be when you get used to it. 

Norau: [Desperately.] Oh, why did I ever walk into this 
trap? 

TAyLor: Come, my girl, let us let bygones be bygones and 
give me a kiss. 

[She looks at hime for a moment. 

Norau: I’m not in love with you. 

Tayor: I guessed that. 

Noran: And you’re not in love with me. 

TaYLor: You’re a woman and I’m a man. 

Norau: D’you want me to tell you in so many words that 
you're physically repellent to me? The thought of letting 
you kiss me horrifies and disgusts me. 

Tayior: [Good-humouredly.| Thank you. 

Noran: Look at your hands. It gives me goose-flesh when 
you touch me, 
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Taytor: Cutting down trees, diggin’, looking after horses, 
don’t leave them very white and smooth. 


Nora: Let me go. Let me go. 


[TAYLOR changes his manner, which has been quite good- 
hurmoured, and speaks more sharply and with a certain 
stern force. 


Taytor: See here, my gitl—you was educated like a lady 
and spent your life doing nothing—a lady’s companion, 
wasn’t you—taking a little dawg out for a walk of a 
morning and combing out his pretty little coat? And 
you look upon yourself as a darned sight better than me. 
I never had no schooling, and it’s a hell of a job for 
me to write a letter, but since I was so high I’ve earned 
my living. I guess I’ve been all over this country. I’ve 
been a trapper and I’ve worked on the railroad, and for 
two years I’ve been a freighter. I guess I’ve done pretty 
near everything but serve in a store. Now you just get 
busy and forget all the nonsense you’ve got in your 
head. You’re nothing but an ignorant woman and ’m 
your master. I’m going to do what I like with you, and 
if you don’t submit willingly, by God I’ll take you as the 
trappers in the old days used to take the squaws. 


[He steps towards her, and she, escaping from him, setzes 
his gun, which is lying against the wall. She lifts it 
and aims at him. 


Noran: If you move Pll kill you. 
Tayruor: [Stopping suddenly.] You daren’t. 


Nora: Unless you open the door and let me go I'll shoot 
you. Tl] shoot you. 


TAYLor: [Advancing one step.| Shoot, then. 

[She pulls the trigger. A click is heard, but nothing more. 
Tayior: Gee whiz, you meant it. 
Norau: [Aghast.] It wasn’t loaded. 
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Taytor: Of course it wasn’t loaded. D’you think I’d have 
stood there and told you to shoot if it had been? I guess 
I ain’t thinking of committing suicide. 

Noraw: And I almost admired you. 


Taytor: You hadn’t got no reason to. There’s nothing to 
admire about a man who stands five feet off a loaded 
gun that’s being aimed at him. He’s a darned fool, 
that’s all. 

Norau: [Throwing the gun aside angrily.| You were laughing 
at me. Now Ill never forgive you. 

TayLor: You'd have had me dead as mutton if that gun had 
been loaded. You’re a sport. I never thought you had 
it in you. 

Norau: I'll never forgive you. 

Taytor: You’re the girl for me, I guess. 


[Before she is prepared he flings his arms round her and 
tries to kiss her. She struggles desperately, turning 
her face away from him. 


Nora: Let me alone. Tl kill myself if you touch me. 
TAyYLor: I guess you won't. 


[He gives her a resounding kiss on the cheek and lets her 
go. Sinking into a chair, she puts her hands up to her 
flaming cheeks. 


Noran: Oh, how shameful, how shameful. 


[She sobs in helpless, angry despair. He puts his hand 
gently on her shoulder. 


TayLor: Hadn’t you better cave in, my girl? You've tried 
your strength against mine and it didn’t amount to much. 
You tried to shoot me and I only made you look a darned 
fool. I guess you’re beat, my girl. There’s only one law 
here, and that’s the law of the strongest. You’ve got to 
do what I want because I can make you. 
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Norau: Haven’t you any generosity? 

Taytor: Not the kind you want, I guess. 

Nora: Oh, I’m so unhappy. 

Taytor: Listen. [He puts up his finger and seems to listen 
intently. She looks at hin, but does not speak.| Listen to the 
silence. Can’t you hear it, the silence of the prairie? 
Why, we might be the only two people in the world, 
you and me, here in this shack right out in the prairie. 
Listen. There ain’t a sound. It might be the garden of 
Eden. What’s that about male and female created He 
them? I guess you’re my wife, my girl, and I want you. 
[She gives him a sidelong look of terror, but still does not speak. 
He takes the lamp and goes to the bedroom door. He opens it 
and, holding the lamp up high, looks at her. Just to do some- 
thing she takes the dishcloth and rubs the table with it. She 
wants to gain time.| I guess it’s getting late. You'll be 
able to have a good clean out to-morrow. | 

Norau: To-morrow. 

[A look of shame, fear, anguish, passes over her face, ana 
then, violently, a convulsive shudder runs through ber 
whole body. She puts her hands to her eyes and walks 
slowly to the door. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT 


THE FOURTH ACT 


Scene: The same as in the previous act, FRANK TAYLOR’S shack 
at Prentice, but there are signs about it of a woman's presence. 
There is a cloth on the table, and a cushion on the rocking-chair, 
there are muslin curtains on the window tied back with ribband, 
and there are geraniums growing in maple-syrup tins. There 
is a rough bookshelf against the wall, on which is NORAH’S 
small stock of books. Coloured supplements from the Christmas 
numbers of illustrated papers are pinned neatly on the walls. 
The packing-cases which had been used as stools have been 
replaced by rough chairs which TayLor has made with his own 
hands during the winter. When the door of the shack is opened 
the blue sky is seen and the prairie. NORAH is arranging 
mustard flowers in a pudding basin on the table. She wears 
a serge skirt and a neat shirt-watst: she has a healthier look 
than before, her face is tanned and she has a higher colour. She 
hears a sound and looks up. TAYLOR enters. 

Norau: I didn’t know you were about. 

Tay.tor: I] ain’t got much to do to-day. I’ve been out with 
Sid Sharp and a man come over from Prentice. 

Noran: Ohl 

Taytor: [Noticing the flowers.| Say, what have you got there? 

Noran: Aren’t they pretty? I picked them just now. 
They’re so cheerful. 

Taytor: [Drily.] Very. 

Noraun: A few flowers make the shack look so much more 
bright and cosy. 

Taytor: [Looking round him.| You've made it a real home, 
Norah. Mrs. Sharp never stops wondering how you 
done it. Sid was saying only the other day it was 
because you was a lady. It does make a difference, I 
guess. 
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Norau: [With a little smile.) ?m glad you haven’t found me 
quite a hopeless failure. 


TayLor: I guess I’ve never been so comfortable in all my 
life. It’s what I always said—when English girls do take 
to the life they make a better job of it than anybody. 

NoraH: What’s the man come out from Prentice for? 

Taytor: [After a moment’s pause.) 1 guess you ain’t been 
terribly happy here, my girl. 

Noran: What on earth makes you say that? 

TayLor: You’ve got a good memory, I guess, and you ain’t 
ever forgiven me for that first night. 

Norau: [Looking down.) 1 made up my mind very soon that 
I must accept the consequences of what I’d done. I tried 
to fall in with your ways. 

TayLor: You was clever enough to see that I meant to be 
master in my own house, and I had the strength to do it. 


Noran: [With a faint smile.| ?ve cooked for you and mended 
your clothes, and I’ve kept the shack clean. I’ve been 
obedient and obliging. 


Taytor: [With a hittle chuckle.| 1 guess you hated me some- 
times. 

Noran: No one likes being humiliated as you humiliated 
me. 

TayLor: Ed’s coming out here presently, my girl. 

Norau: Ed who? 

TaYLor: Your brother. 

Noran: [Astounded.| Eddie! When? 

TaYLor: Why, right now, I guess. He was in Prentice this 
morning. 

Norau: How d’you know? 

Tay Lor: He phoned over to Sharp’s to say he was riding out. 


Norau: Oh, how ripping! Why didn’t you tell me before? 
Taytor: I didn’t know. 


ACT IV THE LAND OF PROMISE 289 


Noraun: Is that why you asked me if I was happy? I couldn’t 
make out what was the matter with you. 

Taytor: Well, I guess I thought if you still wanted to quit, 
Ed’s coming would be kind of useful. 

Noraw: Why d’you think I want to? 

TAyLor: You ain’t been very talkative these months, but I 
guess it wasn’t hard to see you’d have given pretty near 
anything in the world to quit. 

Noran: I’m not going back to Eddie’s farm, if that’s what 
you mean. 

Taytor: If he comes before I get back, tell him 1 won’t be 
long. I guess you won’t be sorry to do a bit of yarning 
with him by yourself. 

Norau: You’te not under the impression I’m going to say 
beastly things about you to him? 

TayLor: No, I guess not. That ain’t your sort. P’raps we 
don’t know the best of one another yet, but I reckon 
we know the worst by now. 

Noran: [Looking at him sharply.| Frank, is anything the 
matter? 

Taytor: Why, no. Why? 

Norau: You’ve seemed different the last few days. 
Taytor: I guess that’s only your fancy. I’d better be getting 
along. Sid and the other fellow are waiting for me. 

[He goes ont. Noraw looks at him with a puzzled air, 
then she gives a touch to the flowers, and gets her work. 
She sits down at the table and begins to mend a thick 
woollen sock. Suddenly there is a loud knock at the 
door. She starts up and runs to open it. EDWARD 
MarsuH és seen standing outside. She gives a cry of 
delight and flings her arms round his neck. He 
comes iN. 

Noran: Eddie! Oh, my dear, I’m so glad to see yous 

Marsu: Hulloa there! 
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Norau: But how did you come? I never heard a rig. 
MarsxH: Look. 
[She goes to the door and looks out. 

Noran: Why, it’s Reggie Hornby. [Ca//ing.] Reggie. 

Horney: [Oxtszde.] Hulloa! 

Norau: He can put the horse in the lean-to. 

Marsu: Yes. [Ca/ling.] Reg, give the old lady a feed and 
put her in the lean-to. 

Hornsy: Right-o. 

Noran: Didn’t you see Frank? He’s only just this moment 
gone out. 

MarsuH: No. 

Norau: He’ll be in presently. Now, come in. Oh, my dear, 
it is splendid to see you. 

Marsu: You're looking fine, Norah. 

Norauw: Have you had dinner? 

MarsH: Sure. We got something to eat before we left 
Prentice. 

Norau: Well, P’ll make you a cup of tea. 

Marsu: No, I won’t have anything, thanks. 

Noran: You’re not a real Canadian yet if you refuse a cup 


of tea when it’s offered you. Well, sit down and make 
yourself comfortable. 


MarsH: How are you getting on, Norah? 


Norau: Oh, never mind about me. Tell me about yourself. 
How’s Gertie? And what brought you to this part of 
the world? And what’s Reggie Hornby doing? And is 
thingamygig still with you? You know, the hired man. 
What was his name? Trotter, wasn’t it? Oh, my 
dear, don’t sit there like a stuffed pig, but speak to me, 
or I shall shake you. 


MarsH: My dear, I can’t answer fifteen questions all at 
once. 


ACT IV THE LAND OF PROMISE 291 


Norau: Oh, Eddie, I’m so glad to see you. You are a duck 
to come and see me. 


Marsu: Let me get a word in edgeways. 


Norau: I won’t say another syllable. But for goodness’ sake, 
hurry up. I want to know all sorts of things. 


Marsu: Well, the first thing is that I’m expecting to be a 
happy father in three or four months. 

Norau: Oh, Eddie, ’m so glad. How happy Gertie must 
bel 

MarsH: She doesn’t know what to make of it. But I guess 
she’s pleased right enough. She sends you her love and 
says she hopes you'll follow her example soon. 


Norau: I? But you’ve not told me what you’re doing in 
this part of the world, anyway. 

Marsu: Well, when I got Frank’s letter about the clearing 
machine . . 


Nora: [Interrupting him.| Has Frank written to you? 


Marsu: Why, yes. Didn’t you know? He said there was a 
clearing machine going cheap at Prentice. I’ve always 
thought I could make money down our way if I 
had one. They say you can clear from three to four 
acres a day with it. Frank said it was worth my while 
coming to have a look at it, and he guessed you’d be 
glad to see me. 

Norau: How funny of him not to say anything to me 
about it. 

Marsu: I expect he wanted to surprise you. Now, how 
d’you like being a married woman? 

Noran: Oh, all right. Why has Reggie Hornby come with 
your 

MarsH: D’you know, I’ve not seen you since you were 
married. 
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Noran: You haven’t, have you? 

MarsuH: I’ve been a bit anxious about you. That’s why, 
when Frank wrote about the clearing machine, I didn’t 
stop to think about it, but just came. 

Norau: It was very nice of you. But why has Reggie 
Hornby come? 

Marsu: Oh, he’s going back to England. 

Norau: Is he? 

MarsH: Yes, he got them to send him his passage at last. 
His ship doesn’t sail till next week, and he said he might 
just as well stop off here and say good-bye to you. 

Norau: How has he been getting on? 

Marsu: What do you expect? He looks upon work as some- 
thing that only damned fools do. Where’s Franke 

Norau: Oh, he’s out with Sid Sharp. That’s our neighbour. 
He has the farm you passed on your way here. 

Marsu: Getting on all right with him, Norah? 

Noraw: Of course. What’s that boy doing all this time? 
He is slow, isn’t he? 

Marsu: It’s a great change for you, this, after the sort of 
life you’ve been used to. 

Norau: [To change the topic.) 1 was rather hoping you’d 
have some letters for me. I haven’t had any for a long 
time. 

Marsu: There now, I’ve got a head like a sieve. Two came 
by the last mail and I didn’t send them on because I 
was coming myself. 

Norau: You haven’t forgotten them? 


Marsu: No, here they are. 

Norau: [Reading the addresses.| They don’t look very ex- 
citing. One’s from Agnes Pringle. She was a lady’s 
companion that I used to know in Tunbridge Wells. 
And the other’s from Mr. Wynne. 
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Marsx: Who’s he? 

Norau: Oh, he was Miss Wickham’s solicitor. He wrote 
to me once before to say he hoped J was getting on all 
right. [Putting the letters on the table.] 1 don’t think I want 
to hear from people in England any more. 

Marsu: My dear, why d’you say that? 

Noran: It’s no good thinking of the past, is it? 

MarsuH: Aren’t you going to read your letters? 

Noran: Not now. Ill read them when I’m alone. 

MarsuH: Don’t mind me. 

Norau: It’s so silly of me, but letters from England 
always make me cry. 

MarsuH: [Looking at her sharply.) Norah, aren’t you happy 
here? 

Noran: Yes, why shouldn’t I be? 

MarsH: Why haven’t you written to me once since you 
were married? 

Norau: I hadn’t got much to say. [With a smile.] And after 
all, I'd been practically turned out of your house. 

Marsu: [Pagezled.] 1 don’t know what to make of you. 

Norau: [Nervous and almost exasperated.| Oh, don’t cross- 
examine me, there’s a dear. 

Marsu: Frank Taylor’s kind to you and all that sort of 
thing, isn’t he? 

NoraH: Quite. 


Marsu: When I asked you to come and stay on the farm I 
thought it wouldn’t be long before you married, but I 
didn’t expect you’d marry one of the hired men. 


Norau: Oh, my dear, don’t worry about me. 


Marsui: It’s all very fine to say that. You’ve got no one in 
the world belonging to you but me, and when—when 
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our mother died, she said: You'll take care of Norah, 
won't you, Eddie? 
Noran: [With a sob in her voice.| Oh, don’t, don’t. 
Marsu: Norah. 
Noraw: [With an effort at self-possession.| We've never 
quarrelled since the first day I came here. Here’s Reggie. 
[She turns to him with relief. Horney és dressed in a 
blue serge suit and again looks like a well-groomed 
English gentleman. 


Norau: [Gai/y.] I was wondering what on earth you were 
doing with yourself. 


Hornsy: [Shaking hands with her.] 1 say, this is a very swell 
shack you’ve got. 


Norau: I’ve tried to make it look pretty and homelike. 
[Marsu catches sight of the bowl of mustard flowers. 


Marsu: Hulloa, what’s this? 

Norau: Aren’t they pretty? I’ve only just picked them. 
Mustard flowers. 

Marsu: We call it weed. Have you got much of it. 

Norau: Oh yes, lots. Why? 

Marsu: Oh, nothing. 

Norau: [To Hornsy.] I hear you’re going home. 

Hornsy: Yes, I’m fed up with God’s own country. Nature 
never intended me to be an agricultural labourer. 

Norau: What are you going to do now? 

Horney: [W:th tmmense conviction.| Loaf! 

Noraw: [Amused.] Won’t you get bored? 

Hornesy: I’m never bored. It amuses me to look at other 
people do things. I should hate my fellow creatures to 
be idle. 

Norau: [With a faint smile.] 1 should have thought one 
could do more with life than lounge about clubs and 
play cards with people who don’t play as well as oneself. 
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Hornsy: I quite agree with you. I’ve been thinking things 
ovet very seriously this winter. And I’m going to look 
out for a middle-aged widow with money who'll 
adopt me. 

Norau: I remember that you have decided views about the 
White Man’s Burden. 


Hornsy: All I want is to get through life comfortably. I 
don’t mean to do a stroke more work than I’m obliged 
to, and I’m going to have the very best time I can get. 

Norau: [Switling.] ?'m sure you will. 

Hornsy: The moment I get back to London I’m going to 
stand myself a slap-up dinner at the Ritz, then I shall 
go and see a musical comedy at the Gaiety, and after 
that P’ll have a slap-up supper at Romano’s. England, 
with all thy faults, I love thee well. 


NorAu: I suppose it’s being alone with the prairie all these 
months, things which used to seem rather funny and 
clever—well, I see them quite differently now. 

Horney: [Coo//y.] I’m afraid you don’t altogether approve 
of me. 

Norau: [Not disagreeably.| You haven’t got pluck. 

Hornpsy: I don’t know about that. I expect I have as much 
as anyone else, only I don’t make a fuss about it. 

Noran: Oh, pluck to stand up and let yourself be shot at— 
I daresay. But pluck to do the same monotonous thing 
day after day, plain, honest, hard work—you haven’t got 
that. You’re a failure, and the worst of it is, you’re not 
ashamed of it. It fills you with self-satisfaction. 

Hornsy: Rule Britannia, and what price the Union Jack? 

Norau: [With a Jaugh.| You're incorrigible. 

Hornsy: lam... . I suppose there’s nothing you want me 
to take home. I shall be going down to Tunbridge Wells 
to see mother. Got any messages? 

Norau: I don’t know that I have. Eddie has just brought 
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me a couple of letters. I'll have a look at them. [Ske 
opens Miss Pringle’s letter, reads two or three lines, and 
gives acry.| Ohl 

MarsH: What’s the matter? 


Noran: What does she mean? [Reading.] ‘I’ve just heard 
from Mr. Wynne about your good luck, and I have 
another piece of good news for you.” [She puts the letter 
down and quickly opens the solicitor’s. She takes out of the 
envelope a letter and a cheque. She glances at it.| A cheque 
—for five hundred pounds. ... Oh, Eddie, listen. 
[Reading.| “Dear Miss Marsh,—I have had several inter- 
views with Mr. Wickham in relation to the late Miss 
Wickham’s estate, and I ventured to represent to him 
that you had been very badly treated. Now that every- 
thing is settled he wishes to send you the enclosed cheque 
as some recognition of your devoted service to his late 
aunt. ...” Five hundred pounds! 


MarsH: That’s a very respectable sum. 
Hornsy: I could do with that myself. 
Norau: I’ve never had so much money in all my life. 


Marsu: But what’s the other piece of good news that Miss 
Stick-in-the-mud talks about? 


Norau: Oh, I forgot. [She takes Miss Pringle’s letter up again 
and begins to read it.| ““. . . Piece of good news for you. 
I write at once so that you may make your plans accord- 
ingly. I told you in my last letter of my sister-in-law’s 
sudden death, and now my brother is very anxious that 
I should live with him. So I am leaving Mrs. Hubbard, 
and she wishes me to say that if you care to have my 
place as her companion she will be very pleased to have 
you. I have been with her for thirteen years, and she 
has always treated me like an equal. She is very con- 
siderate, and there is practically nothing to do but to 
exercise the dogs. The salary is thirty-five pounds a 
year.” 
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Mars: Both letters are addressed to Miss Marsh. Don’t 
they know you’re married? 
Norau: No. I never told them. 


Hornsy: What a lark! You could go back to Tunbridge 
Wells, and none of the old frumps would ever know 
you’d been married. 


[NoranH gives a sudden start when he says this and stares 
at him with wide-open eyes. There is a moment's 
pause. 

Marsu: Just clear out for a minute, Reg. I want to speak 
to Norah. 

Hornsy: Right-o. [He goes out. 

Marsu: Norah, d’you want to clear out? 

Norau: What on earth makes you think that? 

Marsu: You gave him such a look when he mentioned it. 

Norau: I’m bewildered. Did Frank know anything about 
this? 

Marsu: My dear, how could he? 


Norau: It’s so extraordinary. He was talking about my 
going away just now. 


MarsH: [QOuickly.] Why? 
Norau: Oh! 
[She realises that she has betrayed the secret inadvertently. 


Marsu: Norah, for goodness’ sake tell me if there’s anything 
the matter. After all, it’s now or never. You’re keeping 
back something from me. Aren’t you getting on well 
together? 


Noran: [In a low voice.] Not very. 

Marsu: Why didn’t you let me know? 

Noran: I was ashamed. 

Marsu: But you say he’s kind to you. 

Noran: I’ve got nothing to reproach him with. 
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Marsu: I felt that something was wrong. I knew you 
couldn’t be happy with him. A girl like you and a hired 
man, The whole thing was horrible. Thank God I’m 
here and you’ve got this chance. 

Norau: What d’you mean? 

MarsH: You’re not fit for this life. You’ve got a chance to 
go back to England. For God’s sake take it. In six 
months all you’ve gone through here will seem nothing 
buta hideous dream. [He ts suddenly struck by the expression 
of her face.| Norah, what’s the matter? 

Noran: [Tragically.| 1 don’t know. 


[HORNBY comes in again. 


Hornsy: I say, here’s someone coming to see you. 

Norau: Me? [She goes to the door and looks out.| Oh, it’s Mrs. 
Sharp. Whatever brings her here on foot? She never 
walks a step if she can help it. She’s the wife of my 
neighbour. . . . Good-afternoon, Mrs. Sharp. 


[Mrs. SHarp enters. She is a middle-aged woman, red 
in the face, stout and rather short of breath. She 
wears an old sun-bonnet, a faded shirt-waist, none too 
clean, and a rather battered skirt. 


Norau: Come right in. 

Mrs. SHarp: Good-afternoon to you, Mrs. Taylor. I’m all 
in a perspiration. I’ve not walked so far in months. 

Norau: This is my brother. 

Mrs. SHarp: Your brother! Is that who it is? 

Norau. [Swzling.| It seems to surprise you. 


Mrs. SHarp: I was so anxious, I couldn’t stay indoors. I 
went out to see if I could catch sight of Sid, and I walked 
on and then I saw the rig what’s outside, and it give me 
such a turn, 1 thought it was the inspector. I just had 
to come. I was that nervous. 


Norau: Is anything the matter? 
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Mrs. SHarp: You’re not going to tell me you don’t know 
about it? Why, Sid and Frank haven’t been talking about 
anything else since Frank found it. 

Norau: Found what? 

Mrs. SHARP: The weed. 

MarsH: [With a slight gesture towards the pudding bowl of 
flowers.) You have got it, then? 

Mrs. SHarp: It’s worse at Taylor’s. But we’ve got it too. 

Nora: What does it mean? 

Mrs. SHarp: We can’t make out who reported us. It isn’t 
as if we had any enemies. 

MarsH: Oh, there’s always someone to report you. No 
one’s going to take the risk of letting it get on his own 
land. 

Mrs. SHARP: [Looking at the mustard blossom.| And she has 
them in the house as if they was flowers. 


Noran: Tell me what she means, Eddie. 


MarsuH: My dear, these pretty little flowers which you’ve 
picked to make your shack look bright and homelike— 
they may mean ruin. 

Norau: Eddie! 

MarsuH: You must have heard us talk about the weed. We 
farmers have three enemies to fight—frost, hail, and 
weed. 

Mrs. SuHarp: We was hailed out last year. Lost our crop. 
We never got a dollar for it. And if we lose it this year 
too—why, we may just as well quit. 


Marsu: When it gets into your crop you’ve got to report 
it, and if you don’t one of the neighbours will. And then 
they send an inspector along, and if he condemns it, 
why you just have to destroy the crop, and all your 
year’s work is lost. You’re lucky if you’ve got a bit of 
money in the bank and can go on till the next crop comes 
along. 
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Mrs. Suarp: We’ve only got a quarter section and five 
children. It’s not much money you can save then. 

Marsu: Are they out with the inspector now? 

Mrs. SHarp: Yes. He come out from Prentice this morning. 

Marsu: This is a bad job for Frank. 

Mrs. SHARP: Oh, he hasn’t got the mouths to feed that we 
have. He can hire out again. But what’s to become 
of us? 

Norau: I wonder why he never told me. 


Mrs. SHarp: I guess he’s in the habit of keeping his troubles 
to himself and you’ve not taught him different yet. 


[Noran gives her a quick look, but seeing the woman is 
all on edge with nervousness does not answer. 


MarsH: You must hope for the best, Mrs. Sharp. 


Mrs. SHARP: Sid says we’ve only got it in one place, but 
perhaps he’s only saying it so I shouldn’t worry. You 
know what them inspectors are. They don’t lose nothing 
by it. It don’t matter to them if you starve all the winter. 


[She geves a sob and heavy tears roll down her cheeks. 


Norau: Oh don’t—don’t cry, Mrs. Sharp. After all, it may 
be all right. 

MarsH: They won’t condemn the crop unless it’s very bad. 
Too many people have got their eyes on it. The machine 
agent, the loan company. 

Mrs. SHarp: What with the hail that comes and hails you 
out and the frost that kills your crop just when you’re 
beginning to count on it, and the weed—I can’t bear it 
any more. If we lose this crop I won’t go on. I'll make 
Sid sell out and we'll go home. We'll take a little shop 
somewhere. That’s what I wanted to do from the begin- 
ning, but Sid—he had his heart set on farming. 

Norau: You couldn’t go back now. You’d never be happy 
in a little shop. And if you’d stayed in England you’d 
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have been always at the beck and call of somebody else. 
And you own the land. You couldn’t do that in England. 
When you come out of your door and look at the grow- 
ing wheat, aren’t you proud to think it’s yours? 

Mrs. SHARP: You don’t know what I’ve had to put up with. 
When the children came, only once I had a doctor. The 
other times Sid was the only help I had. I might have 
been an animal. I wish Pd never come to this country. 


Norau: How can you say that! Your children are strong 
and healthy. Why, they’ll be able to help you in 
the work soon. You’ve given them a chance that they’d 
never have got at home. 


Mrs. SHarp: Oh, it’s all very well for them. They’ll have it 
easy. I know that. But we’ve had to pay for it, Sid 
and me. 


Norau: You see, you were the first. It’s bitter work opening 
up a new country and perhaps it’s others who reap the 
harvest. But I wonder if those who start don’t get a 
reward that the later comers never dream of. 


Marsu: She’s right there, Mrs. Sharp. I shall never forget 
what I felt when I saw my first crop spring up and 
thought that never since the world began had wheat 
grown on that little bit of ground. . . . I wouldn’t go 
back to England now for anything in the world. I 
couldn’t breathe. 

Mrs, SHARP: You’re a man. You have the best of it and all 
the credit. 

Norau: People don’t know. You mustn’t blame them. 
It’s only those who’ve lived out on the prairie who know 
that the hardships of opening up a new country fall on 
the women. But the men who are their husbands, they 
know. 

-Marsu: I guess they do, Mrs. Sharp. 


{[Noran, on her knees beside her, strokes Mrs. SHARP’S 
hands. Mrs. Suarp gives her a grateful smile. 
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Mrs, SHarp: Thank you for speaking kindly to me, my dear. 
I’m that nervous, I hardly know what I’m saying. 

Norau: Sid and Frank will be in here in a minute, surely. 

Mrs. SHarp: And you’re right, my dear,I couldn’t go back 
any more. If we lose our crop, well, we must wait till 
next year. We shan’t starve. One’s got to take the 
rough with the smooth, and take it all in all, it’s a good 
country. 

[FRANK TAYLOR comes in. 

Norau: Frank. 

Mrs. Suarp: [Starting to her feet.] Where’s Sid? 

Taytor: Why he’s up at your place. Hulloa, Ed. I saw 
you coming along in the rig. Morning, Reg. I wasn’t 
expecting to see you. 

Hornsy: Pleasant surprise for you. 

Mrs. SHarp: What’s happened? Tell me what’s happened. 


Norau: Mrs. Sharp came here because she was so anxious. 

Taytor: [Cheerfully.}] Oh, you're all right. 

Mrs. Suarp: [With a gasp.] We are? 

Taytor: Sure. Only a few acres has got to go. That won’t 
hurt you. 

Mrs. Suarp: Thank God for that. And it’s going to be the 
best crop we ever had. It’s the finest country in the 
world. 

TayLor: You'd better be getting back. Sid’s taken the 
inspector up to give him some dinner. 

Mrs. Suarp: He hasn’t? That’s just like Sid. It’s a mercy 
there’s plenty. Pll be getting along right now. 

Noran: Don’t walk. There’s Eddie’s rig. Reggie will drive 
you over. 

Mrs. Suarp: Oh, thank you kindly. I’m not used to walking 
so much and I’m tired out. Good-afternoon, Mrs. 
Taylor. 
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Norau: Good-bye. Reggie, you don’t mind driving Mrs. 
Sharp back? It’s only just over a mile. 

Hornsy: Not a bit. 

Marsu: I'll come and help you put the mare in. 


[Mrs. SHarp and HoRNBY go out. 


Marsu: I guess it’s a relief to you now you know, Frank. 

Taytor: Terrible... . Id like to have a talk with you 
presently, Ed. 

Marsu: Right you are. [He goes.] 

Norau: I’m so thankful it’s all right. Poor thing, she was 
in such a state. 

Taytor: They’ve got five children to feed. I guess it makes 
a powerful lot of difference to them. 


Norau: I wish you'd told me before. I felt that something 
was worrying you and I didn’t know what. 

Taytor: If I saved the crop there didn’t seem any use fussing, 
and if I didn’t you’d know quite soon enough. 

Norau: How could you bear to let me put the flowers here? 


Taytor: I guess I didn’t mind if it made you happy. You 
didn’t know they was only a weed. You thought them 
darned pretty. 


Noraw: [With a little smile.) It was very kind of you, Frank. 

TAYLor: I guess it’s queer that a darned little flower like 
that should be able to do so much damage. 

Noran: Why didn’t you tell me you’d written to Eddie? 

Tayzor: I guess I forgot. 

Norau: Frank, Eddie brought me some letters from home 
to-day. I’ve had the offer of a job in England. 


[FRANK is just going to make an exclamation, but imme- 
diately controls himself and answers quite quietly. 


TAYLor: Geel I guess you'll take that. 
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Noran: It’s funny that you should have been talking just 
now of my going away. 

TAayLor: Very. 

Noran: [4 Aittle surprised at bis manner.) Have you any 
objection? 

Tayzor: I guess it wouldn’t make a powerful lot of difference 
to you if I had. 

Noraw: What makes you think that? 


TayLor: I guess you only stayed here because you had to. 


[She goes over to the little window and looks out at the 
prairie. 


Norau: Is life always like that? The things you’ve wanted 
so dreadfully seem only to bring you pain when they 
come. [He gives her a quick look, but does not answer, and 
she notices nothing.| Month after month I used to sit 
looking at the prairie and sometimes I wanted to scream 
at the top of my voice just to break the silence. I thought 
I should never escape. The shack was like a prison. 
I was hemmed in by the snow and the cold and the 
stillness. 

TaYLor: Are you going to quit right now with Ed? 


Norau: [With a smile.) You seem in a great hurry to be rid 


of me. 
Taytor: I guess we ain’t made a great success of married 
life, my girl. . . . It’s rum when you come to figure it 


out. I thought I could make you do everything I 
wanted. It looked as if I held a straight flush. And you 


beat me. 
Norau: I? 
TayLor: Why, yes. Didn’t you know that? 
Noran: I don’t know what you mean. 


Tayzor: I guess I didn’t know how strong a woman could 
be. You was always givin’ way, you done everything 
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I told you—and all the time you was keepin’ something 
from me that I couldn’t get at. Whenever I thought to 
put my hand on you, I guess I found I’d only caught 
hold of a shadow. 

Norau: I don’t know what more you wanted. 

Tayzor: I guess I wanted love. 

Noraw: Your 


[She looks at him with consternation. His words give her 
a queer little twist of the heartstrings. 


Taytor: I know you now less than when you’d only been 
a week up at Ed’s. I’ve lost the trail and I’m just 

floundering around in the bush. 

Norau: [In a Jow voice.| I never knew you wanted love. 

Taytor: I guess I didn’t either. 

Norau: I suppose parting’s always rather painful. 

Taytor: If you go back to the Old Country, I guess—I guess 
you'll never come back. 


Norau: [Rather shyly.] Perhaps you’ll come over to England 
one of these days. If you have a couple of good years 
you could easily shut the place up and run over for the 
winter. 


Taytor: I guess that would be a dangerous experiment. 
You'll be a lady in England, and I guess I’d be just the 
hired man. 


Norau: You’d be my husband. 

Tayrtor: I guess I wouldn’t risk it. 

NoraxH: You'll write to me now and then and tell me how 
you’re getting on, won’t your 

TaYLor: Will you want to know? 

Noran: [Smiling.] Why, yes. 

Tartor: Tl write and tell you if I’m making good. If I 
ain’t, I guess I shan’t feel much like writing. 
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Noraw: But you'll make good, Frank. I know you well 
enough for that. 

TayLor: Do you? 

Norau: I have learnt to respect you during these months 
we've lived together. All sorts of qualities which I used 
to value seem very unimportant to me now. You've 
taught me a great deal. 

TayzLor: You'll think of me sometimes, my girl, won’t you? 


Noran: [Swi/ing.] 1 don’t suppose I shall be able to prevent it. 


TAYLOR: I was an ignorant, uneducated man. I didn’t know 
how to treat you properly. I wanted to make you happy 
and I didn’t seem to know just how to do it. 

Norau: You’ve never been unkind to me, Frank. You’ve 
been very patient with me. 

TAYLOR: I guess you'll be happier away from me. I'll be 
able to think that you’re warm and comfortable at home 
and you’ve got plenty to eat. 

Norau: D’you think that’s all 1 want? 


[He gives her a rapid glance, and then setting his teeth 
looks away. 


Tayuor: I couldn’t expect you to stay on here, not when 
you got a chance of going back to the Old Country. This 
life is all new to you. And you know that one. 


Norau: Oh, yes, I know it—lI should think I did. [As sh 
pictures to herself the daily round which awaits her, she i. 
filled with a sort of mirthless scorn, and this presently, as sh 
speaks, is mixed with hatred and dismay.| At eight o’cloc! 
evety morning a maid will bring me tea and hot wate: 
And I shall get up, and I shall have breakfast, and I shal 
interview the cook. I shall order luncheon and dinne: 
And I shall brush the coats of Mrs. Hubbard’s poms an 
take them for a walk on the common. All the paths o 
the common are asphalted so that elderly gentlemen an 
lady’s companions shouldn’t get their feet wet. 
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Tayztor: Gee! 


Noraw: And then I shall come in and lunch, and after 
luncheon I shall go for a drive, one day in this direction 
and one day in that. And then I shall have tea, and then 
I shall go out again on the nice neat asphalt paths to give 
the dogs another walk. And then I shall change my 
dress and come down to dinner. And after dinner I shall 
play bezique with my employer, and I must take care 
not to beat her because she doesn’t like being beaten. 
And at ten o’clock I shall go to bed. . . . [She pauses a 
moment.| At eight o’clock next morning a maid will 
bring in my tea and hot water, and the day will begin 
again. Every day will be just like every other. And 
there are hundreds of women in England, strong and 
capable, with blood in their veins, who would be eager 
to get the place that’s offered to me. Almost a lady and 
thirty-five pounds a year. 


[TAayYLor has been gazing at her steadily. What she means 
begins to dawn on him, but he restrains himself. He 
will not look at her now. 


Tayor: I guess it’s a bit different from the life you’ve had 
here. 


Norau: [Turning to bim.] And you will be clearing the scrub, 
cutting down trees, ploughing the land, sowing and 
reaping. You will be fighting every day, frost, hail and 
weed; you will be fighting, but I know you'll be con- 
quering in the end. Where was wilderness will be culti- 
vated land. And who knows what starving child may 
eat the bread that has been made from the wheat that 
you grew. My life will be ineffectual and useless, but 
you will have done something worth while. 


TayLor: Why, what’s the matter with you, Norah, Norah? 


[He does not say the words to her, but rather to himself as 
though they were forced from him in agony of spirit. 
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Noraw: When I was talking to Mrs. Sharp just now I don’t 


know what I said, I was just trying to comfort her 
because she was crying, and it seemed to be someone 
else who was speaking, and I listened to myself. I 
thought I hated the prairie through the long winter 
months, and yet somehow it has caught hold of me. It 
was dreary and monotonous, and yet I can’t get it out 
of my heart. There’s a beauty and a romance in it which 
fill my soul with longing. 


Tayzor: [ Ouetly.] I guess we all hate the prairie sometimes, 
but when you’ve once lived in it, it ain’t easy to live 
anywhere else. 


Noraw: I know the life now. It’s not adventurous and 


exciting. For men and women it’s the same hard work 
from morning till night, and I know it’s the women 
who bear the greater burden. The men go into the 
towns. The different seasons bring them different work. 
But for the women it’s always the same, cooking, mend- 
ing, washing, sweeping. And yet it’s all got a meaning. 
We, too, have our part in opening up the country. We 
are its mothers and the future is in us. We are building 
up the greatness of the nation. It needs our courage and 
strength and hope, and because it needs them, they come 
to us. Oh, Frank, I can’t go back to that petty, narrow 
life. What have you done to me? 


Taytor: [Hoarsely.] I guess if I asked you to stay now, 


you'd stay. 


Norau: [In a low voice.| You said you wanted my love. 


Don’t you know? . . . Love has been growing in me 
slowly, month by month, and I wouldn’t see it. I told 
myself I hated you. I was ashamed. It’s only to-day, 
when I had the means of leaving you for ever, that I 
knew I couldn’t live without you. I’m not ashamed any 
more. I love you. 


Taytor: I guess I loved you from the beginning, Norah. 
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Norau: Why d’you say it as if . . . ? What’s the matter, 
Frank? 

Tayor: I guess you'll have to take that job in England. I 
can’t ask you to stay on. 

Noran: Why? 

Taytor: The inspector’s condemned the crop. I’m bust. 

Noran: Oh, why didn’t you tell me? 


Taytor: I guess I couldn’t. I made up my mind when I 
married you that I’d make good. I couldn’t expect you 
to see that it was just bad luck. Anyone can get the 
weed in his crop. But I guess a man oughtn’t to have 
bad luck. The odds are that it’s his own fault if he has. 


Norau: Now I understand about Eddie. 
Tayrtor: I wrote to him when I knew I’d been reported. 
Norau: What are you going to do? 


TAY Lor: It’s all right for me. I can hire out. It’s you I was 
thinking of. I felt pretty sure you wouldn’t go back to 
Fd’s. I didn’t fancy you taking a position as lady help. 
I didn’t know what was to become of you, my girl. 
And when you told me of the job in England, I thought 
I'd let you go. 

Norau: Without telling me you were in trouble? 


Taytor: Why, if I wasn’t smashed up, d’you think I’d let 
you go? By God, I wouldn’t. I’d have kep’ you—by 
God, Id have kep’ you. 

Noran: Are you going to give the land up? 

Taytor: No, I guess I can’t do that. I’ve put too much 
work in it. And I’ve got my back up now. I shall hire 
out for the summer and next winter I can get work 
lumbering. The land’s my own now, and I’ll come back 
in time for the ploughing next year. 


Noran: Look. 
Taytor: What’s that 
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[She hands him the cheque which she bas received from 
Mr. Wyane. 

Noran: The nephew of the lady I was with has made me a 
present of it. Twenty-five hundred dollars. You can 
take the quarter section next to this one and get all the 
machinery you want and some cows. It’s yours to do 
what you like with. Now will you keep mer 

Taytor: Oh, my girl, how shall I ever be able to thank you! 

Norau: Good heavens, I don’t want thanks. There’s 
nothing in the world so wonderful as to be able to give 
to someone you love. . . . Give me a kiss and try. 

TAyYtor: I guess it’s the first time you’ve asked me to do that. 


Norau: Oh, I’m so happy. 


THE END 


